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PREFACE. 



Kind Reader: I come before you, not as a poetess, but 
as an humble rhymer, and trust you will find somethikg to 
commend in my little book and, also, that you will say noth- 
ing of its errors. These Poems — at least the greater part 
of them — ^were written while attending school, under the age 
of fifteen, and were the fruits of a few idle moments gleaned 
here and there. They were written chiefly for my own 
amusement, and not with a view of placing them where they 
now stand, before a criticising public. 

Hoping that favorable winds and tides may safely waft my 
little bark across the great literary sea, I now launch it, ask- 
ing the help of kind and indulgent friends when adverse 
winds and waves seek to " drive my vessel a wreck." 

EVA EVERGREEN. 



INVOCATION. 



Oh, kindly Muse, thy gifted numbers bring, 
And guide my roving fancy while I sing; 
And as I kneel at thy immortal shrine, 
Inspire my heart with raptures all divine ! 
Help me to paint with magic tint and hue 
The bounteous earth, the wide-spread arch of blue, 
The mountain's rugged height, the fountain's gleam, 
The bounding wave, the joyous, rippling stream — 
And let my purest thoughts, like incense, rise 
To the Eternal One above the skies ! 



I>OEMS 



THE MIDNIGHT GUEST. 



'T WAS night ! dark, lone and starless night — 
With mournful sound the fearful blast 
Went whistling, howling, shrieking past, 
Calling the fiends from their caverns vast ! 

An old man dwelt in a castle gray, 
A time-worn turret of ancient stone, 
Which long had braved the storms alone, 
With ivy and moss and mould o'ergrown. 

The old man lay on his couch of straw — 
The flickering light of his lamp burned dim. 
And he shrank from the shadows tall and grim, 
With quaking heart and quivering limb. 
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He thought as he lay in silence there, 
With his sunken eyes of keenest gray 
Piercing the gloom in which he lay, 
Of the evil deeds of his younger day. 

He thought as he gazed with fear around — 
The shadows dark and wierd and tall, 
That flitted by on the mouldy wall, 
Were like pale ghosts from their dusty pall. 

He thought of the dead, so darkly wronged, 
Of crimes that dyed his wrinkled hands. 
Of prison walls and iron bands 
That waited for him in distant lands. 

He shuddering shrank as a hollow sound 
Was borne to his listening ear, 
'T was naught but the old clock chiming clear- 
" Twelve," said its iron tongue of fear. 

It ceased, and the echoes died away, 

When the chamber door was opened wide, 
And there, with a good sword by his side, 
A stranger stood with a mien of pride. 
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His eyes flashed bright from the helm of steel, 
As onward he strode with measured tread, 
Till pausing by the wretched bed, 
He spoke with tones and visage dread ! 

*' For glittering gold, old man," said he, 
"Thou art a wanderer in the land — 
An exile from thy native strand, 
With stain of blood upon thy hand. 

"With blood stained fruits of thy ghastly crime, 
Thou didst speed like the wind away — 
Hoping for peace, and fearing to pray — 
Worried and fierce as the wolf at bay ! 

" But vain were thy hopes, mistaken man, 
When they promised thee safety from me — 
Who lived but for vengeance on thee — 
And whose right arm was fearless and free ! 

" I have come, old man," he grimly said, — 
" Death ! death ! is awaiting thee now ! " — 
He drew his sword with a frowning brow. 
When his arm was staid by a whisper low. 
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The stranger turned, and saw at his side 
A slender form in a robe of white, 
Who stole to the bed with a foot as light 
As the downy step of the silent night. 

*' By the love I bore him all my life — 
By the heart that beat for him alone — 
By the one who sleeps 'neath the cold, cold stone,. 
In the dreary churchyard wide and lone, — 

" I charge you spare this wretched man — 
Why slay the victim death awaits? 
Already on his spirit grates 
The sullen hinges of those gates." 

Then turning to the*doomed old man, 
Thus slowly spoke the midnight guest, 
" How canst thy soul in comfort rest. 
With blood-red murder in thy breast ? 

" Think, think, old man, of other days — 
Of the maiden with the lovely brow. 
Who breathed with thee the marriage vow — 
Where, oh! where, is that maiden now? 
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" Think how, maddened with love of gold, 
Thy hand was raised from thy perjured side. 
And cruelly smote thy youthful bride, 
For lands and wealth that were else denied I 

"Her brother, too, in his beardless youth, 
Whose blood with horror rippled cold. 
When her untimely death was told. 
Ere slain by thy hand so badly bold.** 

Again the phantom pleading spoke — 
"Let him live, oh, stranger, to repent — 
Too few the moments which are lent 
To lengthen a life so long misspent.'* 

The eloquent eyes were gently raised 

To the stranger's face with pleading look; 
He could not all their sweetness brook. 
And anger quick his heart forsook. 

And gazing on the old man's face. 

With earnest glance, so bright and sweet. 
She passed away with footsteps fleet. 
While the miser's heart with terror beat. 
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The midnight guest to the old man said, 
" She who loved thee hath saved thy life; 
The spirit of thy murclered wife 
Hath passed between thee and my knife." 

The wretch then shuddered fearfully, 
And cried, " alas ! what can I do 
To show that henceforth I'll be true 
To the vow I here will make to you ? " 

"Give the boundless wealth you love so well 
To those who throng around thy door — 
Give to the needy, suflering poor 
The gold that did thy soul allure." 

" What, all ! give all to the begging poor ! 
The princely halls, the lands I own — 
Ten thousand crowns in gold alone — 
Will nothing else my sins atone?" 

Said the midnight guest, with fearful ire, 
" Is this thy false repentance, knave ? 
Hast thou forgot who left the grave 
Thy worse than worthless life to save ? 



THE lODNIGHT aUBST. 15 



^^ Thoa shalt not live ; 'tis useless now, 
'T is vain to ask for life again ; 
The blood that thoa didst shed in vain, 
Implores me when I would refrain!" 

He raised in air his dagger bright, 

And then the keen and glittering blade 
Descended swift where the old man laid — 
As vain he struggled and called for aid. 

The lightning flashed from a threatening cloud 
On the bleeding' and lifeless form, 
That lay all gory amid the storm, 
Like a worthless, soulless worm. 

The midnight guest from the hoarded heaps 
Of the miser and murderer bold. 
Loaded his bosom with wealth untold. 
And strewed the ground with coins of gold. 

With one last look on the miser's face. 
He descended the oaken stair — 
To the dark old castle's portal, where 
His good steed stood in the open air. 



16 THB MIBNIOHT OUEST. 

II. 

Next mom ere the sun had lit the earth, 
A Friar rode by the turret grey, 
Wishing and hoping for break of day. 
He paused to rest on his lonely way. 

He saw among the trampled grass 

The shining coins that strewed the ground, 
And glancing hurriedly around, 
He crossed himself in joy profound. 

He sought by the castle's crumbling wall 
Till the sun rose up all bright and clear 
And kissed the morning's early tear, 
While birds sang in the bushes near. 

He gathered the shining heaps of gold. 
And thought how he 'd build a convent tall, 
With massive gates and strong thick wall, 
And he should be monarch over all. 

He journeyed through the forest dim, 
A forest haunted by brigands bold. 
Who would not scruple to kill for gold, 
And he quaked beneath his garments' fold. 
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His coward blood ran cold — and hark. 
The robber's bngle strikes his ear. 
And their horse's hoofs sound near, more near; 
They come, and the monk is cold with fear. 

" Mercy !" he cries, " for the Virgin's sake, 
Let me in peace go on my way; 
Cease, cease, my journey to delay, 
And I will for your lost souls pray." 

" Mercy, sir Monk, would'st thou implore ? 
When hath the brigand mercy shown ? 
Their flinty hearts are hard as stone ; 
Such mercy as this you soon shall own." 

They dragged the Monk from off his steed, 
And rifled hini of his new-found gold — 
When, through the forest dim and old, 
There rode a band of horsemen bold. 

Their numbers were as ten to one, 
And the robbers turned and fled away 
From where the friar trembling lay, 
Striving with might and main to pray. 
B 



18 THK MIDNIQHT GUEST. 

'Twas the midnight guest who led the band. 
He of the dark and flashing eye, 
Who bade the cruel miser die. 
And mocked his latest, bitterest sigh. 

His followers were a gallant band, 

And the heart that led was stout and brave, 
And his arm was strong the weak to save, 
As warrior's on the land or wave. 

He saw the gold the brigands dropped. 
When fear had seized their craven breast ; 
It lay upon the earth's green rest, 
Accursed of God — ^by man unblest. 

" Sir friar, how came you by all the gold? 
Speak, for thy face doth guilt betray. 
Speak, for we may no longer stay ; 
Duty and danger call away." 

'^I found it as I rode along. 

By ^ castle old, at break of day — 

Close by the wall it shining lay. 

And I thought no sin to bear it away." 



THE MIDNIGHT GtJEST. 19 

" 'Tis well thou liast told the truth to me— 
Give me the gold and get ye gone. 
But first thou wilt swear to tell no one 
Of any thing thou hast here seen done/' 

"By the Holy Virgin, sir, I swear 
That all I've seen shall a secret be, 
And that I never will speak of thee, 
Or thy gold, to any that living be." 

" Then go thy way, but never forget. 
To keep thy oath and thy promise fair— 
For the lightest whisper on the air 
Shall waken my vengeance — ^beware! beware!" 

Then mounting, the Friar sped away. 
And in the forest was lost to sight — 
The leafy arches hiding his flight, 
While a stillness reigned as deep as night. 

The midnight guest then gathered the gold, 
And turning unto his waiting band. 
Who sat on their steeds with rein in hand, 
Silently waiting for his command. 
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" This money the Friar stole from me/' 
He said with careless word and air — 
" To keep it, then, is no more than fair — 
F 11 give you each a liberal share." 

They turned and entered a forest path 
That led to a cavern wide and dim, 
Where the grey old rocks stood dark and grim, 
And wild winds murmured a ceaseless hymn. 

III. 

But let us back to the castle old 
Where the miser lay in blood alone, 
With none to soothe his dying moan. 
For friends or children he had none. 

But see, a light gleams in the hall — 
A form now enters the chamber door, 
And sinking beside him on the floor. 
With a healing balm she stays the gore. 

The old' man lay all deathly still. 

As the stranger stood with a steady gaze, 
Half formed of pity, half amaze — 
Her pale face lit by the taper's rays. 
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For the midnight guest at random strack — 
His dagger pierced the old man's arm, 
And the loss of blood was the only harm, 
For his bosom heaved and his breath was warm. 

The wound was bound with a careful hand, — 
The ministering spirit left the room — 
Left it again to silent gloom, 
And the senseless victim to his doom. 

IV. 

We will return to the gallant band 

That served the midnight guest right well, 

And who could many a story tell 

Of deeds would make fame's clarion swell. 

The cave was a well-known stopping place 
For followers of the midnight guest. 
And many a time they had paused to rest. 
And planned the deeds that were boldest, best. 

The leader smiled as he shared the coin. 
And all the miser's story told, 
How he had to the Tempter sold 
H is life-long peace and his soul for gold. 
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He said the brother of the bride ^ 

Had been his earliest, dearest friend, 
And that at his untimely end, 
He swore the miser's heart to rend. 

"FwthfuUy I have kept my vow, — 
Let each face wear a joyous smile ; 
We'll drink the miser's health the while, 
And a better use to this golden pile." 

"Agreed ! well said ! " the followers cried, 

"We '11 drink to his health in a bumper bright. 
And a cheerful glow our hearts shall light, 
For the blow you gave was just and right." 

Wilder and wilder grew their mirth — 

Louder and louder swelled the song — * ^ 

Swiftly the bowl was passed along, \ 

Till none could tell the right from wrong. 

" We'll go," said they, "to the turret grey, 
And drag the old man from his straw. 
And hang him up without judge or law, 
And his fate shall jGill the world with awe." 
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Then saddling each his trusty steed, 

They hurried away thro' the forest green, 
Till the castle's wall again was seen, 
With light of the setting sun between. 

With loudest shouts they searched each room, 
And came at last to the chamber dim 
Where the old man lay all stark and grim, 
Well knowing that death awaited him. 

They dragged him forth from his lowly bed 
To an oaken tree close by the wall, 
And hung him up on its branches tall, 
In the very shade of his castle hall. 

"We have him safe!" they wildly cried — 
And mounting swiftly, they sped away. 
Just as the latest, lingering ray 
Glanced from the eye of the dying day. 

A simple villager passing by, 

Saw the old man's corse in the moonlight pale, 
And backward flew with a fearful wail, 
To tell to others the startling tale. 
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A mystery hangs o'er the dreaded spot, 
Where crumbling ruins lie scattered around, 
And ceaseless silence and all profound 
Shall reign for aye o'er that haunted grounds 



ONE IS GONE. 



We gather 'round the blazing hearth, 
And give the hours to guileless mirth, 

But one is gone — forever gone ! 
Within is spread the cheerful board — 
Without the wailing blast is heard ; 

And one is gone — forever gone I 



We wander out in Nature's halls, 
And trace our names on rocky walls. 

But one is gone — forever gone ! 
Yes, she is gone — the true, the gay — 
The voice that breathed the sweetest lay 

Is silent now — forever gone. 



26 ONE IS GONE. 

She sleeps beside the laughing stream, 
Upon whose bosom sun-rays gleam ; 

Yes, she is gone — ^forever gone ! 
Beneath the turf she silent lies, 
But flown her spirit to the skies — 

Oh, she is gone — forever gone ! 

No, not forever! we shall meet 
Around one common mercy seat ; 

No, not forever is she gone ! 
And there throughout eternity 
Thrice blest and happy shall we be — 

None will be gone ! none will be goie ! 



THE TREE BY OUR DOOR. 



A song of the tree that once shaded our door, 
And scattered the sunbeams that gilded the floor ; 
How often at morn have I sat in its shade, [glade. 
Whea dew'drops were sparkling on hillside and 

'Twas there the wild robin in peace reared her brood, 
And there came the songsters from meadow and 

wood, 
And merrily rung from its branches each day 
Their warblings of peace in a silvery lay. 



'T was there that I rested when watching the sky, 
Where white fleecy cloudlets all slumbering lie ; 
And the sunbeam that joyously entered my room. 
Peeped in through its branches, dispelling all gloom. 



28 THE TREE BY OUR DOOR. 

When drear Winter came with its ice and its snow, 
And coldly around us the north winds did blow. 
Then safe in our cot would I watch with delight 
The network of jewels that gladdened my sight. 

Ah, fleeting and joyous the hours when I played 
'Neath its wide-spreading branches with those who 

had strayed 
From the cot on the hillside, the hut on the moor, 
To the tree that stood close by our own cottage doorl 

Again I return to my home in the wood, 
Where tow'ring to heaven the forest trees stood. 
But I never shall find if I search the world o'er, 
A tree like the one by our own cottage door. 

Years have passed ! — the wild ivy now clambers 

around 
The time-honored walls that encumber the ground ; 
Yet standing all stately o'erlooking the moor. 
That dear tree still shelters the old cottage door. 



TRUST YE IN THE LORD. 



Night had thrown her starry mantle 
O'er the weary sons of earth — 

Children, with their merry prattle, 
Gladdened many a blazing hearth. 

In a lonely attic chamber, 
By the window, sat a lad. 

Gazing out upon the heavens, 
With an earnest face and sad. 

On the air is borne the murmur 
Of a distant rippling stream. 

While th« leaves with gentle shiver, 
Glisten in the moon's pale beam. 
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All unnoticed pass the hourg. 
Busy thought enchains his mind ; 

Heeds he not the woodbine flowers 
Rockii^g gently in the wind. 

Visions of a snow-white cottage 
Peeping thro' the clustering vines, 

Where a little porch of lattice 
Breaks the sunlight into lines. 

Visions of a gentle mother, 

Sitting in the little cot, 
Visions of a blue-eyed brother, 

Ne'er will be by him forgot. 

Sad he tumeth from the window, 
Gazeth round the little room ; 

Marks his brother's childish sorrow — 
Sees his mother's face of gloom. 

Dim the firelight casts a shadow 
O'er the humble, sorrowing three, 

Sitting in the gathering darkness-^ 
Sitting there all silently. 



TRUST YB IK THE LORD. . 81 



*^ Mother, mother, earth is heartless, 
M^Q all heedless pass us by — 

Pass us by with well-filled purses, — 
Tell me, mother, tell me why ! " 

'^ They have cares to keep them busy, 
Little ones to feed at home. 

And they heed not every beggar 
That the crowded streets doth roam." 

"Ma, ask God to give us something/' 

Little Willie softly said, 
" He will give us, if we ask Him, 

Clothes to wear and daily bread." 

Straightway knelt the sorrowing mother 
Li her humble chamber neat, 

And her voice rose up to heaven, 
With a pathos thrilling, sweet. 

" Thou who feedeth the young ravens, 

Maketh lilies fair to grow, 
Heed, oh ! heed our brief petition, 

Made with voices faltering, low. 
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^^ Send us food, we pray thee, Father, 
Be thou now our friend indeed, 

Send, we pray thee, some kind brother- 
Help us in this hour of need. 

" I am left a weeping widow. 
He who loved me now is gone. 

Gone unto the silent churchyard — 
In the world we stand alone." 

Thus the widow's prayer was ended. 
While they all in silence sit, — 

A bundle lieth by the doorstep, 
Willie turning, seeth it. 

" Mother, mother, God has heard you — 
See ! your prayer was not too late ; 

Yonder lies a precious bundle — 
Blessings on each prayer await." 

Tearfully they blessed the giver. 
Ate with thankful hearts the food, 

Praising each delicious morsel — 
Never yet was food so good. 
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"What is tliis ?" asks the glad mother, 
" What ! a purse of shining gold, 

With it too, a written letter — 
'Twill the giver's name unfold." 

" Take this as a gift from Heaven; 

God hath sent me to thy door, 
Take, and use it for thy children, 

For I know that thou art poor." 

Now a cottage like the vision 

Of the dreaming, sighing boy, 
Standeth by the pleasant roadside — 

In it dwelleth peace and joy. 

Near the fireside nestles Willie, 

Prattling in his childish mirth. 
While the kettle, singing gladly, 

Maketh music on the hearth. 

At a table sits the brother. 

Bending on a book his gaze, 
And the mother, smiling sweetly, 

Raiseth now her song of praise, 
c 



TO A CHILD. 



Ever joyous, ever free, 
In thy sweet simplicity, 
With thy form of perfect grace. 
With thy happy, smiling face, 
With a look of earnest truth, 
With the trust of early youth; 
Ever fond and ever true 
Beams thine eye of deepest blue — 
Happy, joyous, gleeful, wild, 
Nature's careless, lovely child. 
Thou art dearer far to me 
Than the wealth of land and sea — 
Strewing sunshine on my way — 
Giving pleasure all the day; 
Ghangefdl as a summer breeze. 
Murmuring thro* the forest trees; 
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Now with anxious, upturned look, 
Now with eye that cannot brook 
Aught save love, and mirth, and joy, — 
Happy, smiling, loving boy 
With few sins to be forgiven. 
Thou art leading me to Heaven. 



THE RAIN. 



Oh, very dark and dreary, 
Mournful, sad and weary, 

Passeth the long, long day! 
While unmindful of my pain, 
The gloomy, fitful rain 

Chaseth bright thoughts away. 

Now Against the window pane 
Gomes the cold and dashing rain. 

With a ceaseless clatter; 
My heart beat& sad and lone. 
And mingling with its tone 

Is the weary patter. 

Not a bird is on the tree, 
Not a busy humming bee 
Is out upon the earth ; 
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Nor in the leafy bowers . 
Nor hov'ring o'er the flowers, 
With merry song of mirth. 

The dark cloads hurry by, 
And thickly veil the sky, 

And the earth is filled with gloom ; 
Ming'ling with the thunder's crash 
Is the vivid lightning^s flash, 

That lighteth up my room. 

Slow drags the weary day, 
For THOU art far away. 

And I listen here for thee — 
For thy coming once again, 
But nothing but the rain 

From my window can I see- 
See ! now the clouds are breaking — 
The birds their songs are waking 

On leafy bush and tree; 
For the dreary, dismal rain 
Has left us, and again 

Gleams sunlight bright and free. 
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Oh, my heart is glad again, 
And no more the tears will rain 

Adown my cheek to-day ; 
For thy loving voice I hear, 
Murmuring sweetly in my ear, 

Chasing all my gloom away. 



THE STREAMLET. 



Creeping thro' the grassy meadow, 
'Mong the leaves and flowers, 

Winding in the leafy shadow 
Of the forest bowers. 

Sparkling in the shady dale — 

Laughing out in glee, 
^Vhere the zephyr's music swells 

'Neath the drooping tree. 

Ever joyous, on it goes 

O'er its pebbly bed — 
Mirrors on its breast the rose, 

And the leaves overhead. 
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Thus our life is ever flowing 
Like the stream along, 

Onward, onward ever going, 
In sorrow and in song. 



TO MY MOTHER. 



My mother, would I could recall 
Each word that gave thee pain, 

I ask forgiveness for them all. 
With tears like flowing rain. 

Forgive me, oh, my mother dear, 
Forgive thine erring child. 

Forgive her wayward, careless words. 
Oh, speak in accents mild. 

My Jife would be a dreary waste. 
Without thy cheering smile, 

And sorrow's cup would bitter taste. 
Nor aught could care beguile. 
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Oh, teach me' how to breast the wave 

Of life's uncertain sea, 
Ere death shall call thee to the grave. 

And snatch thy love from me. 

Then will I come at eventide, 
When daily tasks are o'er, 

And kneel thy lowly grave beside, 
My soul in prayer to pour. 

I know that when life's work is done, 
And thou art called away, 

Thou wilt watch o'er thine erring one, 
And teach her how to pray. 

My life has been all sunshine — 
My pathway strewn with flowers, 

In careless mirth and childish glee 
Have passed away the hours. 

But mother, all to thee I owe, — 
All thou hast done for me 

Will lighten up life's closing hours, 
As stars light up the sea. 
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And oft in fancy shall I rest, 

With head upon thy knee, 
Thy hand fast clasped unto my heart 

That beats so true for thee. 

I know I often err, mother, 
That frowns oft cloud my brow, 

But let my love for thee atone — 
Forgive me here and now. . 

Oh, let me rest in peace, mother, 

Upon thy faithful breast. 
And let thy kiss of love, mother, 

Be on my cheek soft prest. 

Thy heart e^er opens to mine Own 
Like blossoms to the dew ; 

And I, with love, would fain atone 
For wounding thee, so true. 

I know that thou 'It forgive me. 
By thy loving look so mild — 

That gentle look, which i?one but thee 
Can bend upon thy child. 



44 TO BIT MOTHER. 



Although my dearest friends may prove 

To, be all false to me. 
Yet mother, have I not thy love, 

Strong as eternity? 



WINTER. 



Drear Winter is coming with frost and with snow, 
And coldly and bitter the wild blasts will blow ; 
The trees will be hung with ice jewels fair, 
That sparkle and flash in the keen frosty air ; 
And o'er the brown earth a white robe will be 

thrown. 
That will hide in its mantle the very door stone. 

And the song-birds will fly to a sunnier clime, 
To return with the Spring in its beautiful prime; 
While the rich ones of earth, in the halls of their 

pride. 
Will gather yet closer the bright fireside. 
Or skim the white earth in the flying sleigh. 
All merry as onward they speed their glad way. 
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And the shivering beggar will oft implore 
To rest for a moment beside their proud door, 
As the chill breezes flutter his tattered clothes, 
Or curdle his blood as it sluggishly flows. 
The widow will sit by her cold, cheerless hearth — 
As harsh on her ear fall the tokens of mirth — 
For her helpless young children cry sadly for bread, 
And shivering creep to their scant-covered bed. 

And the cold, heartless world passeth heedlessly by, 
Nor pause in their pleasures to heed the sad cry — 
Though pale want and suffering 'tis theirs to re- 
lieve. 
They fly from the hut where the fatherless grieve. 
Not one looks abroad with a^ pitying eye, 
Save the Father who reigns in his mansion on high. 



THE LITTLE HAT. 



It 'minds me of a cherub face, 
A careless, laughing eye — 

A little form whose life and grace 
Seemed sent down from on high. 

Those merry eyes of liquid hue 
That sparkled 'neath its rim, 

E'en mocked the sky's own azure hue. 
And made the stars seem dim. 

The little head, with golden hair. 
That donned the simple thing, 

With noble brow, as marble fair, 
To which the curls did cling. 
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But silent lies our fairy bright 
Within the churchyard's gloom, 

And gone her soul to realms of light 
Beyond the silent tomb. 

I idly smooth the faded strings, 

And sigh for my lost child, 
And think of her with angel wings, 

And face so meek and mild. 

Last night in dreams she pressed my brow 
With hands all soft and white, 

And whispered " I am happy now. 
To watch with you to-night. 

"And mother, I will often come, 
To watch thy slumbers sweet, 

'Till God our Father in that home. 
Your happy soul shall greet." 

I daily deck that grassy mound. 

And strew her lowly bed. 
With sweetest blossoms to be found, 

With rose buds white and red. 



GOD MAKETH ALL THINGS FREE. 



God hath made the wild bird free — 
God hath given it liberty ; 
Free it wings its unchecked way, 
Free it sings its merry lay, 
Free it builds its tiny nest, 
Free it nestles there to rest. 



God hath made the wild deer free — 
God hath given it liberty ; 
Free it roams the forest wide. 
Free it climbs the mountain side. 
Free it drinks at crystal lake, 
Free it e'er its course doth take. 

D 
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God hath made the brooklet free — 
God hath given it liberty; 
Free it wanders thro' the wood, 
In a seeming merry mood, 
Free it basketh in the gleam 
Of the sunlight — ^happy stream! 

God hath made the ocean free — 
God hath given it liberty: 
Free it murmurs low and deep, 
Ever free its wild waves sweep, 
Free it rolls in conscious might. 
Free in its own glorious right. 

God hath made the thunder free — 
God hath given it liberty; 
Free it rolls along the sky, 
Where the dark clouds hurrying fly, 
When the vivid lightnings flash. 
Then is heard the deafening crash. 

Yes ! and God hath made Man free- 
God hath given him liberty; 
Ever free he walks the earth, 
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Free from moment of his birth; 
None may chain unfettered hands, 
None may bind in iron bands. 

God hath made the white man free — 

God hath given him liberty; 

But where the green bananas grow, 

Where the crystal waters flow. 

In the sunny South doth reign 

Oppression's cruel barbarous chain. 

God, too, made the black man free — 
God hath given him liberty ; 
Free he roamed his native land, 
Free he roamed with happy band. 
Till his brother came in might, 
And bore him from that land so bright. 



THOUGHTS. 



The young loaves whispering tell 
Of the wooing breeze of Spring, 

Murmuring in the woody dell 
Softly o'er each budding thing. 

And the flowers with modest look, 
Love the silent, leafy shade^ 

Love the gurgling little brook, 
And the dew-bespangled glade. 

O'er the stream bright sunbeams glance 

Gaily on its bosom clear, 
While the silver waters dance^ 

Murmuring, "we are happy here." 
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Songsters warble forth their glee. 

In the shady wildwood grove, 
Perched upon some leafy tree — 

Sing their songs of praise and love. 

Earth is fair, oh ! yery fair — 
Beauty greeteth every eye. 

But with all its sweetness rare, 
. It is only born to die. 

Bom each flower but for an hour, — 

Birds that sing all gleefully 
In the cool and shady bower, 

GoH in death we soon may see. 



THE BEE. 



My pretty bee, now wand'ring by, 
Whither, whither dost thou fly ? 
Wilt thou spend an hour with me. 
On the flowei'-scented lea ; 
Wilt thou tarry here with me — 
Say, thou merry, humming bee ? 

Tell me why you, hour by hour, 
Cull sweet honey from each flower, 
To lay it by for wintry weather. 
When the snow is on the heather ? 
Wilt not stay awhile with me, 
Pretty, busy, humming bee ? 
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Tell me how you fill the hive, 
Where you through the winter live, — 
What ! art gone upon thy way — 
Couldst thou not a moment stay? 
Who can view thy industry 
Without a wish to be like thee ! 



WHAT IS HAPPINESS. 



I asked a gleeful, lisping cliildy 

With motions light and free^ 
Whose holy eyes with azure hue 

Looked up so earnestly ; 
I asked her what was happiness — 

She tearfully replied, 
"My mother in the grave doth lie, 

Oh, lay me by her side ! *' 

« I asked a mother, tearful pale,' 

What boon her heart would crave — 
"Oh, give me back my child," she said, 

" Who slumbers in J;he grave ! " 
I asked an aged christian, then, 

Whose soul was white and shriven. 
With folded hands he glanced above. 

And whispered, "give me Heaven!" 



LIFE. 



What is life ? — a dream, a shadow — 
A passing vision to our sight? 

Is this wealth of field and meadow 
But a fitful gleam of light? 

Is the wild tumultuous ocean 

That with treasures rare doth teem, 

With its heaving, dark commotion. 
But a part of life's wild dream? 

True, our life is not all gladness. 
Nor one dream of blissful joy ; 

With our joy is mingled sadness. 
With the pure the base alloy. 



I 
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Yet ye need not brood in sorrow, 
Nor languish over days by-gone, 

Think ye not of the to-morrow — 
Life's strange race is not yet run. 

Cares there are to cause us weeping — 
Sorrow entereth each cot, — 

Cold in death are loved ones sleeping 
In the tomb, but not forgot. 

Fortune frowns on rich and poor, 
Fickle, faithless e'er to man. 

Bringing want unto his door. 
Like a spectre, grim and wan. 

Yet why look ye at the shadow ? 

Why bewail your sorrows deep ? 
Hope, a guiding star, stands ready, 

Pointing where ye joys may reap. 

Smiling faces, cheerful hearts, may 
Strive to smooth our path of pain. 

Loving ones, with gentle art, may 
Strive to win us back again. 
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Woo us back from care and sorrow, 
Back to joys the present brings — 

Bid us hope for the to-morrow — ' 
Bid us ay forget life's stings. 

Rest and joy dwell with the lowly, 

In the humble, peaceful cot, 
Ever dwelleth with the holy, 

Who refuse to weep their lot. 

They with hearts all trusting, true, then 
Look above the star-gemmed sky, 

To a better land in view, when 
They are called by GrOD to die. 



OUR ALLIB. 



Eyes of brightest, deepest blue, 
Little hands all fair and ip^hite, 

Sunny curls of golden hue. 
Little feet now dancing light. 

Dimpled arms around me thrown. 
Ruby lips soft kisses press, — 

She's my darling child — ^my own- 
The dearest treasure I possess. 

Fairy-like in grace and motion. 
Tender, true and loving }ieart, 

Eyes lit by the soul's emotion. 
Winning love with gentle art. 
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Oh, the worth of such a treasure, 
Shedding sunshine on my way, 

Giving each new moment pleasure, 
Teaching love throughout the day. 

• 

Guide her careless feet, my Savior, 
Teach her wisdom from on high. 

Watch Thou over her behavior 
With a tender, loving eye. 



HOPE. 



When darkest clouds of sorrow rise, 
And winds around us moan, 

Then shining brightly in the skies, 
Hope's star beams out alone. 

Though dearest friends forsake us — 

Tho' love's kind tones seem cold, 
' Yet still it calmly shines above, 
The same bright star of old. 

It bears the fainting spirit up, 
It cheers the drooping soul. 

And spurs our faltering footsteps on 
Unto the wished-for goal. 



THE BLIND BOY TO HIS SISTER. 



You say that earth is beautiful, 
That richly-painted flowers 

Are blooming in the gardens, 
And in the forest bowers. ■ 

You say the sweet-voiced songsters, 
That warble in their glee. 

Are beautiful unto the eye- 
But these I cannot see. 

You say the world is b<^utiful — 

That on each tender leaf 
There's beauty wondrous to behold,- 

But is not beauty brief? 
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Do not the sweetest song birds 
The soonest silent lie ? 

Do not the loveliest flowers 
The soonest fade and die ? 

And should they not convince us 
That death is ever near, 

And that to-morrow's rising sun 
May shinp upon our bier ? 

Then, sister, let us ever strive 
To lighten others' cares, 

And live so that the tyrant death 
May not come unawares. 



MEMORY. 



Back, back thro' memory's halls I rove, 
Thro' dim and shadowy aisles 

I wander, viewing in my path 
The light of loving smiles. 

And faces, buried in Ihe tomb 
Are there, with eyes so bright, 

That I can scarce believe that death 
Hath closed them in his night. 

And by the blazing hearth I see 
The loved in thought once more. 

And round me many a vision flits 
Of dear ones gone before. 

E 
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A Father sitteth by the hearth, 

I hear his tones of love; 
But ah, how brief such visions are — 

He dwelleth now above. 

Above the world, its care and pain, . 

Its sorrow and its woe — 
He soared aloft on wings of light, 

And left me here below. , 

Oh, Memory, thou'rt a blessing rare, 

To chase away all pain — 
Ah, priceless to me every link 

Of thy bright, golden chain. 

When by^the world I am forgot, 
And tread life's path alone. 

Then comest thou with treasures rare, 
For sufiFering to atone. 



BRIGHT IS THE MORNING. 



Oh, bright is the morning, 

Away let us speed — 
The sun is adorning 

The hilltop and mead. 
We'll fly on the pinions 

Of love to their door. 
And bring with us gladness, 

To cheer the sad poor. 

To lone beds of anguish 

We'll haste ere the night — 
Bid the weary not languish. 

For dawneth the light; 
Then sweetly we '11 rest 

When day's care is done — 
Blest, happy, content, 

With that we have won. 



THE DEAD WIFE. 



Closely draw the curtainB round — 
Be thy step without a sound, — 

Hushed the voice of mirth ! 
Still and moveless is the heart, 
Closed the lips that now may part 

Never more on earth ! 

Clasp the hands across the breast, 
O'er the heart that's now at rest 

Ne'er to beat again ! 
Close the eyes of darkest blue — 
Eyes that rivalled Heaven's hue, 

And as &ee &om stain. 

Let the throng in mournful train, 
On those features gaze again, 

With their look so blest ; 
Ere the grass doth sadly wave. 
O'er the lowly, grassy grave 

Where she soon must rest ! 
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When to earthly care and pain 
Duty calls us back again, 

Think of one that's gone! 
Think of her who in the gloom 
Of the silent, narrow tomb, 

Calmly sleeps alone. 

When the mournful evening breeze 
Sighs among the willow trees, 

Come thou then with flowers ; 
Come with blossoms rich and rare, 
Come with gifts from Nature fair. 

Culled in wildwood bowers. 

Teach thy child the way to God — 
Teach the way she ever trod — 

Meek and lowly one; 
Ne'er canst thou supply the place 
Of the dead, who, won through grace, 
' Up to Heaven has gone. 



LITTLE BELL. 



She gladdeneth our household 

With songs of joy and mirth, 
She lighteth up our dwelling, 

As sunshine lights the earth ; 
She loveth us most dearly — 

Beams her eye with earnest light, 
When she kneeleth down at even. 

While the stars above shine bright. 

She prayeth for us earnestly, 

With simple, trusting heart. 
That God may spare us yet awhile 

Nor bid us now depart ; 
And angels hover nightly 

Around her lowly bed. 
And the moonlight shineth brightly 

On the little golden head. 
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Ah, she's the dearest treasure 

That God hath ever given, 
'T would fill our hearts with anguish 

Should he take her e'en to Heaven ; 
May richest blessings follow her 

Wherever she may roam — 
But she'll ever find the kindest hearts 

To welcome her at home. 



MORNING. 



See the golden tints of morning, 
All the eastern sky adorning, — 
Dew drops glitter on the grass — 
Glitter as we onward pass. 

Birds with music sweetly waking, 
Hail the morning softly breaking; 
Hill and dale and woodland ring 
With the melodies they sing. 

The morning breeze comes softly sighing, 
Murmuring now, now failing, dying, 
While blossoms in the leafy glen 
Yield their subtle fragrance then. 

Teach me, Lord, to praise Thee ever, 
Till pale death shall rudely sever 
Ties that bind me here to earth — 
Ties of common human birth. 



THE SPIRIT VOICE. 



I laid me down at close of day, 
When all around seemed still, 

Hushed was the city's busy hum, 
And clatter of the mill. 

I closed my eyes and slumber came 
With cool, refreshing breath, 

And then methought my bounding pulse 
Was stilled as if in death. 

A spirit came and hovered 'round. 

The bed whereon I slept, 
And there throughout the silent night 

His faithful watch he kept. 



1 
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He softly spoke, and said to me 
"Thou'rt scarcely in thy prime, 

It would be well to teach thee now 
To know the worth of time. 

" The past is gone beyond recall, 

The future yet to be — 
The PRESENT is to be improved. 

While it is yet with thee. 

" Then seek each moment to employ 

In usefulness and love. 
That when thou'rt called from earth away, 

Thou'lt soar to realms above. 

" Heed well my counsels if thou wilt 

Be honored by each friend, 
And loved, and sorrowed when thy God 

His summons dread shall send." 

And then methought I listened still. 

As if to hear yet more 
Of wisdom I might profit by. 

And ponder o'er and o'er. 
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But nothing broke the stillness deep, 

Except the river's swell, 
That wandered o'er the grass and moss, 

And through the distant dell. 



SONG. 



Where, oh, where, 

In this world of care, 
Will find a friend so true, 

As to sacrifice, 

The smallest prize, 
For his fickle love for you. 

Friends sport awhile 

If fortune smile — 
Let adversity but draw near, 

They quickly are oft. 

And ready to scofi" 
At that which they held so dear. 

Let me saj to you. 

If your friend is true. 
Oh cherish his love with care; 

Let no sorrow or joy. 

That love alloy, — 
You've a treasure rich and rare. 



THE FADED WREATH. 



This wreath of faded fldwers doth bring 

Dear memories of early days, 
When happy hours on fleeting wings 

Woke in our hearts sweet, tuneful lays. 

But where are now the friends of mine, 
They who around the hearthstone bright 

Were wont to meet in auld lang syne, 
With merry song and laughter light. 

One who, with laughing eye, oft met 
The glance of love and friendship sweet. 

Now sleeps beneath the heaving wave — 
His noble heart has ceased to beat. 
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And where is he whose lofty brow, 
And eagle eye were sad and grave ? 

Above him in the churchyard now 
The yew tree branches sadly wave. 

And one who with a gentle smile, 
Was wont to greet us when we met 

Around the smiling hearth erewhile, 
For her our cheeks with tears are wet. 

She sleeps within the churchyard, too, 

And green the grass above her grti.ve, 
And flowers of every lovely hue 
. Around the lowly mound now wave. 

'Twas she who trimmed this faded wreath, 

To rest upon my youthful head, 
And every withered leaf beneath 

Speaks eloquently of the dead. 

These flowers were culled from beauty's haunt, 
Down by the clear, cool, winding stream, 

Where little fishes sport and pant. 
When glows the fervid noontide beam. 
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And in the %neadows green and fair, 
They ^rew in all their native grace — 

Peeping from out the tangled grass 
With modest, unassuming face. 



LINES. 

ADDBBMID TO TBB FICTUBB Of AN ABBBMT FBIBHD. 

May heaven smile upon the happy art 

That of life's blessings forms so great a part, 

Warming the soul with deeper, holier love, 

That comes, with other favors, from above. 

On this dear solace for an absent friend — 

Wide parted, but who loveth to the end, 

I gaze in wonder — ^mark the features fair, 

Bearing the impress of the Maker there ! 

Upon the brow of purest marble white, 

Is stamped fair innocence in truth's clear light. 

Thou silent image of an absent one, 

Whose voice is music of itself alone — 

Whose sparkling eyes, lit by the soul's deep truth, 

Glance bright and joyous as the morn of youth, 

Reflecting love, deep welling from the heart. 

That seems of mine the better, dearer part. 



^*LOOK ALOFT." 



** Look aloft !" "look aloft !" tho' the storm-cloud 

arise, 
And spread its dark mantle athwart the blue skies; 
The night is the darkest when sunlight is near, 
The clouds will soon pass and the rainbow appear* 

Tho' the winds of adversity howl in their wrath, 
The bright star of Hope will beam clear on thy path, 
Thro' the thick gloom of night 't will a herald ap- 
pear. 
To tell thee that brighter days soon will be here. 

This world has its sorrows, its tempests, its gloom — ► 
There are dangers to hurry us on to the tomb ; 
Yetif manfully striving, we heed not its snares, . 
We' 11 be happy and joyous in spite of its cares. 
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Why sit ye repining? — ^time's flying away ! 
Why sit ye here idly ?— oh, lose not a day 
In fruitless complaining at life and its woes, 
Nor idly await till the daylight shall close. 

When danger arises, a prayer raise to Heaven, 
To God, in His mercy, that strength may be given ; 
And shielded and kept by the mercy of God, 
Thy path will be easy though ne'er before trod. 

Let the heart be e'er merry and free from all guile ; 
Let the spirit tho' tried, be e'er sinless the while ; 
. Let the poor bless thy name, the afflicted a friend 
Find ever in thee till life's trials shall end. 

Kind words will cost little, but harsh ones will wring 
The heart of thy friend and leave many a sting, — 
To the woes of thy friend let thy words be as balm — 
Be gentle, be loving, be meek as a lamb. 

Ever firm in the right, never fearing a wronfj, 

" Look aloft," as you journey life's pathway along ; 

And when summoned from earth to meet loved ones 

in Heaven, 
Thou mayst calmly depart with thy sins all forgiven. 



THE SNOW. 



Slowly fall tEe fleecy soowflakes 

Over mead and hill, 
When the ice hath bound the waters 

Of the gushing rill ; 
Slowly, slowly, falling noiseless — 

Veiled the bright blue sky 
With the clouds which thickly o'er it 

Piled in masses lie. 

Down they come all white and noiseless,. 

Covering the earth 
With a garment pure and spotless, — 

Dancing now in mirth; 
Covering up the bare, brown meadows^ 

Sailing down so slow, 
With a seeming sportive gladness, 

Whitening all below. 
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Now the merry sleigh bells jingle, 

As they hurry by, 
Bearing with them warm hearts beating 

Gaily, as they fly. 
Would the earth was e'er as stainlesa 

As the robe of white. 
Spread o'er it like garment royal, 

Hiding it from sight. 



THE WILD BIRD'S SONG! 



*T was springtime, gentle, bright and fair, 
When sweet south winds did blow, 

And the dreary king of wintry hours 
Had left with frost and snow. 

A bird sat singing on a tree — 

This was his warbled lay— 7 
I've come from distant climes to dwell 

With you for many a day. 

Swift, swift an tireless wing I came 

O'er vale and grassy hill, 
And o'er the leafy greenwood bowers, 

And brightly gushing rill. 
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And here I build my happy nest 
Upon this sheltering tree — 

Pouring my songs of gladness forth, 
Of love and liberty. 

To Him who watcheth over all, 
From dawn till close of day, 
I sing from out my glad heart's depths, 
•My longest, sweetest lay. 

For e'en a little bird may praise 

His never-ceasing care. 
Who taught these tiny wings to float 

Upon the glad, fresh air. 

And while midst glossy leaves I rest. 

Or rise on loftier wing. 
His bounteous love and tenderness 

Shall fill the songs I sing. 



FRIENDSHIP. 



I ask not wealth, I ask not fame — 
YoT what are they? a mocking name! 
But give me love — true ardent love, 
That Cometh to us from above. 

Give me one single loving friend, 
One who will love me to the end ; 
One who with sympathising heart, 
May prove a balm for every smart. 

Give me a friend in whom deceit, 
I may not ever fear to meet, — 
Give me a friend, a trusting one, , 
Who loves me for myself alone. 



ON EARTH THOTJ HAST A MISSION. 



On earth thou hast a mission. 
Oh, erring, wavering one — 

On earth thou hast a mission, 
And shall it not be done ? 

It may not lie in glory's path. 

Nor in the halls of pride ; 
But in the humbler walks of life 

Thy MARK may e'en be made. 

" Whatman has done may yet be done,*' 

Let this your motto be, 
^s on your humble way you go, 

O'er life's uncertain sea. 



ON BARTH THOU HAST A MISSION. i9 

Oh, idle child of pomp and wealth; 

In all thy power and pride, 
Hast thou no mission on the earth — 

Can'st thou do naught beside ? 

Doth fortune smile on every one? 
Doth love's kind' tones meet all? 
Ah, no! life has enough of pain — 
• Who would its hours recall ? 

But up, and answer duty's call, 

Speed quickly on thy way, 
And to the poor man's hovel haste 

Ere sets another day. 



Look ye upon their misery, 

,0h, ye who idly roam, 
And cheer their hearts with words of hop< 

Make glad each dreary home. 

Oh, mother, listening joyfully 

Thy infant's lisping voice, 
Hast THOU no mission on the earth — 

Canst make no heart rejoice? 
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Life's varied walks know none but have 

A mission surely sent, 
And each should strive with all their soul 

To improve the talent lent. 



SPRING. 



Sj»ring is coming — joyous Spring ! 
Flowers and verdure she will bring — 
Laughing rills and fragrant showers, 
Sunny skies and greenest bowers, — 
Yes, Spring will come to fill the earth. 
With beauty bright and joyous mirth. 



TO ******* 



As the bud bloometh 
Sweet in the morn, 

Blushing in beauty — 
Hiding the thorn. 

As the dew glisteneth 
Bright in each cup — 

As the lark singeth 
When he soars up. 

As the bird warbleth 

Sweet on the tree, 
As the brook runneth 

Joyous and free. 

So shall the love I feel, 

E'er be for thee. 
Like bright things around us 

We everywhere see. 



TO A LEAP. 



Type of frail mortality, 

In thy dark green hue arrayed^ 
Say, what strange fatality 

Bids thy freshness soon to fade? 

Robs thee of thy colors bright, 
Ere the night of death comes on — 

Ere the ground is clothed in white, 
And " the reaper's work is done? " 

Say, didst dwell in leafy glen, 

Where the murmuring waters creep^ 

Far from haunts of busy men. 
In some forest vast and deep ? 



TO A LEAF. H:^, 



Or didst thou once sadly wave 
'Mong the branches of a tree, 

O'er some lowly, grassy grave, 

Where sweet flowers wooed the bee ? 

Why art silent still to me? 

Wilt not tell me whence thou came? 
For thy life's sweet history 

Has not always been the same. 



ANGEL WmSPERg. 



They linger 'round us when we walk 
Through life's e'er changing way, 

They come to us at morn, at noon. 
And at the close of day. 

They prompt the mind to noble deeds^ 
They cheer the heart care-worn, 

And whisper in our doubting ears 
Life's trials can be borne. 

They fill the heart with music sweet, 
And light the face with smiles, 

And win us from- all care and pain, 
With softly-whispered wiles. 

They come to us when twilight falls — 
When from the Heavens above. 

The stars look down with gentle lights 
And fill the heart with love. 



BE KIND. 



Be kind to thy sister — 
Ye know not the love 

That swells in. her bosom,. 
That's sent from above. , 

Be kind ta thy brother, 
And welcome him home 

Prom the world and its cares, — 
Bid him. nevermore roaml 

Be kind to thy Father, 
Who toileth for thee — 

Who watcheth and careth. 
That thou mayst be free : 

Ever free from the smart 
Of cold poverty's sting, — 

To his kind loving heart 
Thou a solace shouldst brin^:. 



BB KIND. 

Be kind to thy Mother — 

Oh, treasure' each word 
That falls from her lips — 

Let each warning be heard. 

And heed thou her teachings, 
They spring from her heart ; 

In her joys and her sorrows 
Take ever a part. 

She's the truest of friends,' 
From the hour you drew breath, 

And will strive for thy welfare. 
Ay, even till death. 



PRAISE THE LORD. 



The flowers that blossom 

In meadow and wood, 
That nod by the streamlet, 

Repeat " God is good !" 
The songsters that warble 

In wildwood and grove. 
Their songs raise to Heaven 

In praise of God's love. 

The streamlets that wander * 

Through herbage and flowers — 
The breezes that rustle 

And sigh through the bowers — 
The wild winds that sweep 

O'er the ocean's broad brim. 
And lash it to madness, 

Sing praises to Him. 

G 
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If the flowers speak out 

From their own hiding nooks — 
If the sweet songsters sing 

From Nature's own books — 
If these, and the streamlet — 

The wild waves that roll, 
Sing praises to Heaven, 

Should not Man from his soul? 



SPRING. 



Oh, the merry, merry springtime. 
When woods are filled with flowers, 

When the earth is filled with beauty — 
And green the forest bowers ! 

Throw open wide the casement, 
Let in the fragrant breeze, 

That in the distant leafy glen 
Makes music in the trees. 

The rosy, laughing children 

All gladly hail thy smile, 
They roam about in merry glee. 

And sing their songs the while. 
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They wander in the meadows green, 

Where fragrant is the air, 
To chase the painted butterfly, 

And cull the flowret rare. 

And from the distant woodland shade, 

The feathered songsters raise 
The sweetest music in their glee, 

To greet the pleasa^t days. 

The old man takes his 'customed place 
Beneath the vine-wreathed trees, 

And his good dame, with time-worn wheel, 
Sits spinning in the breeze. 

Oh, thou art welcome to us all — 
Thy smiles and pleasant showers, 

Thy fountains ever gushing free. 
Thy beauteous, fragrant flowers. 

We turn in gratitude to Him 
From whence all blessings flow, 

And sing in songs of heartfelt joy, 
Of beauty here below. 



HOME. 



I greet again my childhood's home, 
I tread again its cherished halls — 

No chateau grand, no palace dome 
Can be as dear as those loved walls. 

My little room, where morning's sun 
Would greet me with its rays so bright ; 

And little birds by kindness won 

Would cheer my heart with music light. 

And by the stream I wandered oft, 

At hazy evening's quiet hour. 
Where gentle zephyrs murmured soft — 

'Twas there I owned home's mystic power. 
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We gathered round the blazing hearth, 
While rung out merrily each voice 

With pleasing song and guileless mirth, 
That made each happy heart rejoice. 

Adieu, adieu, my childhood's home, 
Oft have ye echoed to my glee. 

Ere I was called away to roam 
The weary earth arid billowy sea. 



THINGS I LOVE. 



I love the beauteous landscape, 

Where softelb hues abound — 
I love the munnuring streamlet, 

And the music in its sound ; 
I love the breeze at even, 

That softly comes and goes. 
That comes with perfume laden. 

With fragrance from the rose. 

I love the sweet-voiced songsters, 

That warble in the grove ; 
I love the tiny wild flowers, 

That tell me of God's love ; 
I love the tow'ring mountain, 

That in grandeur rises high, 
I love the sparkling fountain, 

Catching brightness from the sky. 
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I love the roaring ocean, 

And the leaping waves that roll , 
I love the wild commotion, 

That stirs the inmost soul ; 
I love the deep-voiced thunder, 

And the lurid lightning's glow ; 
I love the stars at even. 

Shining on the world below. 

All these are sights that gladden — 

And I gaze with kindling eye 
On the beauteous earth around me, 

And the star-bespangled sky. 
They teach me each a lesson — 

And I humbly bow the knee 
To Him who maketh all things — 

Who maketh all things free. 



ALONE. 



Alone! alone! alone! alone! 
Why hath that word of mournful tone 
Such bitter, bitter memories ? 

Fame ! what is it but mockery cold, 
When the loved one rests neath the grassy mold, 
In the churchyard drear and lone ? 

Those eyes that shone with loving light, 
Are closed fore'er in death's dark night. 
No more to ope again ! 

And the heart that loved with earnest love, 
Has left us for the word above! 
Alone we sorrow here. 
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Alone I'm left to tread life's path, 
To battle with its woe and wrath — 
With few on earth to love; 

But one above, with loving arm. 
Will keep my faltering steps from harm, 
And guide and shield me well. 

As I sink to rest in the arms of sleep. 
She whispers joy, all pure and deep. 
To my weary. heart and worn. 

She whispers hope to my sorrowing heart, 
And lingers near unwilling to part 
From one she loves so well. 

And lo ! when the morning grey doth break. 
The vision flies and I swiftly wake, 
To find it but a dream. 

And when 'tis gone I sadly sigh, 
And think again with a moistened eye 
Of the vision quickly fled. 
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Hope whispers then, we shall meet again, 
When I leave the world, with its care and pain, 
And rest with her in the tomb. 



And I go with trusting heart my way, — 
To meet her again I ever pray. 
When the race of life is run. 



THE DYING BOY. 



" Mother, come near me — I am dying now !" 
The words broke in a murmur soft and low 

From the pale lips, and the high, noble brow 
Bore death's impress — ^lie waited for the blow. 

Slow came the archer grim on his pale steed, 
And the bright flush upon that dying face 

Was growing dimmer, fainter day by day, 
And yet he lingered with ethereal grace. 

And the fond Mother watched with anxious eye, 
The slow yet certain progress of disease, 

Which stole him from her almost unawares — 
And strove with every art her son to please. 



THE DYING BOY. 109 



" Mother, I'm dying now!" he slowly said, 

As through the window opened wide was borne 

The wild flower's perfume, to his lowly bed — 
"Oh, Mother, Mother, do not for me mourn ! 

"I'm not afraid to die — and yet 'tis hard 
To leave this earth so beauteous and so fair, 

Where through the shrubs and o'er the bright green 
sward, 
The wild flower's perfume fills the summer air. 

" Yet I am summoned to a brighter world. 
Where dwells no sorrow and where is no pain. 

Where Peace, sweet dove, with his bright pinions 
furled. 
In my glad spirit evermore shall reign. 

" Farewell, dear Mother ! " and the youth was dead ; 

She weeping knelt beside the cold, pale form, 
And laid upon her bosom that dear head. 

And kissed the lips she ne'er again might warm. 

"Oh, God ! and is he dead! my boy, my boy! 
Thou, thou who wast thy mother's only pride — 
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My last, sole hope, and all my earthly joy — 
Oh, speak while here I kneel thy couch besideJ 

But motionless for aye were those pale lips, 
That oft .had wakened many a gehtle smile, 

And partly closed, as in some dark eclipse, 
Were those fond eyes that did her care beguile. 



"My boy! my boy! would I had died with thee! 

Would I were calmly sleeping by thy side ; 
Would I had crossed with thee deatVs billowy sea. 

And braved the terrors of its whelming tide. 



Methinks that earth should darkly veil herself, 
In coarsest sackcloth and in ashes white. 

And shroud her beauty, like some changeful elf, 
For all my day is turned to blackest night* 



"And yet the birds sing on the leafy tree, 
And still the clear brook murmurs genlly by, 

Still floats upon the air the perfumes free, 
And blue as e'er the overarching sky. 



THE DYING BOY — AFFECTION. Ill 



'^ Thy God hath taken thee to Him again, 
He hath encircled thee with arms of love ; 

I know thou'rt free from every earthly pain, 
And calmly wait till I am called above." 



AFFECTION. 



Affection's golden chain 

Binds kindred hearts together ; 

But ah, how oft the fleeting hours 
The strongest links can sever. 



MY FLOWER. 



I had a blossom, sweet and rare, 
Its breath with fragrance filled the air, 
'Till one bright morning in the spring, 
It lay a dead and withered thing. 

The soft pink hue that o'er it spread 
Had vanished from the flowret dead — 
It had not faded day by day, 
But swift from earth had passed away. 

The soft, low voice, as music sweet, 
That moved my heart to happiest beat, 
Is silent, and I hear no more 
The pattering feet upon the floor. 
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Those little feet that softly stept, 
That voice that soothed me when I wept, 
All, all are gone ! ah, who can smooth 
My pathway, or my sorrow sooth ? 

My Father, grant my feeble prayer, 

Oh, take me to my flowret fair ; 

Oh, let me by her grave be laid. 

And like her bloom where flowers ne'er fade. 



THE DEAD SLAVE. 



'TwAS midnight, dark, and calm, and still- 
Within a hovel poor, 

A weary girl had fallen asleep 
Beside the open door. 

Coarse was her scanty dress, but neat. 

And dark her wavy hair ;" 
Her eyes were closed in slumber deep, 

Her brow as marble fair. 

Upon that brow, serene and pure. 

Is stamped the hated brand 
Of slavery's deep and bitter curse, 

With stem, relentless hand. 
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But what can light that lovely brow 

With holy, radiant glow ? 
What is it charms the weary soul? 

What thought can cheer her now ? 

Within a gorgeous hall of light 
She now bewildered stands, 

Her garments are of spotless white, 
Her arms bear golden bands. 

She sees the lofty walls flash back 

The light on every side, 
And thousands there in bright array. 

Are marshalled in their pride. 

She sees amid the glittering light, 

Within that lofty dome, 
A jewelled throne of glory bright, 

And voices bid her come. 



Trembling with awe and wonderment. 
She slowly seeks the throne. 

And bowing low before her God, 
Makes all her sorrows known. 
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<' Rise up, thou blest, and dwell with me. 
Thou humble, homeless one ! 

Thy sins are all forgiven thee — 
Thou hast my wishes done. 

"On earth thy dreary life was naught 
But thorny paths of pain — 

Henceforth thou shalt abide with me. 
Freed from all earthly stain." 

She wondering heard the words so blest. 
And humbly kissed His feet, 

Then sought within the shady bowers 
A sweet, sequestered seat. 

And there she met the mother dear 

Who long had gone before. 
Who told her in lovers gentlest tones, 

Their earthly woes were o'er* 

" For all my sorrows I'm repaid," 

She said with joyful heart, 
"I never more shall anguish feel, 
• Nor Death's most cruel smart. 
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" Yet, Mother, may our enemies • 

Be moved to seek their God, 
To walk in paths of righteousness, 

They ne'er before have trod. 

" It seems so like a vision now. 

That I should e'er be glad, 
When all my life was misery. 

And I was ever sad. 

" Mother, methinks I fell asleep 

Within a hovel cold — 
The pale moon shining overhead, 

A lamp of brightest gold. 

^'And angels came and bore me here, 

In robes of dazzling white. 
And quickly with their gentle hands 

Decked me with jewels bright. 

"And then they spoke to- me in tones 
Like murmurings of the breeze, 

That gently steals at eventide 
Through grand old forest trees. 
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"They said to me, *come dwell with us, 

Forgetting all thy pain, 
For never shalt thou unto earth 

Return to wear a chain/ " 

11. 

The morning sun shone bright at last^ 

Upoaa a lifeless corse, 
'While one stood by whose cruel heart 

Was wrung by keen remorse. 

All moveless are the icy lips — 
The form now shrinks no more 

When harshly sounds the master's voice- 
As oft it shrank before. 

And now the cruel owner stands 

Beside his victim cold, 
And with a cry of agony, 

Sinks on the grassy mold. 

And demons wait to bear him down 

To Pluto's dark domain, 
Where he for deeds of wickedness^ 

Must suffer endless pain. 
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His throat is parched with burning thirst, 
His shrinking soul must long 

For just one drop of water cold. 
To cool his parching tongue. 

His cup with bitterness is filled — 

He cries aloud with pain — 
And round his fiery dungeon walls 

He clanks his heavy chain. 

But demons laughing loud in joy, 

With bitter taunts begin 
To tell him of his misspent life, 

And hours of pleasant sin. 

They tell him of his heaps of gold — 
Of slaves he once did own — 

And ask him why he calleth not 
In order-giving tone. 

They tell him of the suffering girl. 

His cruelty oppressed, 
Who now in realms of happiness, 

Dwells with the good and blest. 
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They tell him of her heavenly joys, 

In tones of savage mirth, 
Of wife and little ones, who group 

Around his cheerless hearth. 

Ani there he dwells in misery — 

In weary, endless pain, 
And sorrows o'er his wicked life, . 

With tortured, aching brain. 

The slave girl haunts him ever. 

With radiant, burning look. 
That says unto his stricken soul. 

Thou must my presence brook ! 

"On earth thou made me wretched, man- 

I suffer pain no more ; 
Now thou must suffer for thy deeds, 

And sorrow evermore. 

" While I, in shining raiment white, 

At Jesus' holy feet, 
Will sit throughout the lapse of years, 

And hear his blessings sweet. 
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*'And ever in those mansions bright, 

With hosts of angels fair, 
My soul shall dwell forevermore, 

Freed from this stifling air. 

'* Whilst thou must, foi: thy cruel deeds, 

Dwell suffering here alone, 
And find no one to speak to thee, 

But in a mocking tone." 

III. 

The slaves who found their master there, 

Bore him unto his bed. 
And left him not to die alone. 

But kindness showed instead. 

He woke, and gazed once more around, 

Then said in feeble voice 
Unto the sympathising throng, 

" Why did ye not rejoice ? 

" Why did ye not leave me to die. 

And take my store of gold. 
Which would have made ye ever rich — 

For I have wealth untold? 
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" But take of all my store one half, 

And leave the rest to me, 
To give unto my loving wife 

And little children three. 

" For I have had ji fearful dream, 

And never, never more 
Can I oppress my fellow man — 

Your bondage now is o'er." 

They gathered weeping round him there- 
Forgave him all their woe — 

And with their earnest voices prayed, 
That God would mercy show. 

A glorious smile lit up his face, 

With radiance clear and pure- 
He said, "my Savior answers you, 
And I'm forgiven once more." 

The angels' songs were loud and clear, 

As up to realms of light, 
His soul was borne by unseen hands, 

From this black world of night. 
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The slave girl bade him enter there 

That blissful world of love, 
And came to him with shining wings, 

And beaming look of love. 

IV. 

They laid him down beside the stream, 

Close to the slave girl's grave, 
And each, as token of their love, 

A tear of tribute gave. 

And oft at eventide they came, 

And o'er his narrow bed 
They strewed wild flowrets sweet and fresh. 

And rose-buds white and red. 

The evening breeze sighs soft and low, 

And the green willows' shade 
Falls lightly on the grassy mound 

Where the pardoned one is laid. 

Among the leafy buds and boughs, 

The wild birds gaily sing, 
And all the deep and shadowy woods 

With songs of praises ring. 
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And many say at eventide, 

When the moon shines bright and clear. 
That stealing through the leafy aisles, 

A gentle voice they hear. 

And hovering o'er the grave is seen 

An angel wondrous fair, 
And that her face so bright and pure, 

The slave girl's features wear. 



HOME. 



A stranger in a foreign land, 

He wanders 'mid the festive throng. 

No soothing voice, no geijitle hand, 
To cheer him as he moves along. 

The sailor on the deep is toss'd — 
The storm arises in the west — 

His rudder gone — his compass lost — 
'Tis then he sighs for home so blest. 

The latticed porch, with vines o'errun, 
Where sits his wife and children dear, 

At evening, when the setting sun 
His glories scatters far and near. 
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E'en as he sinks his heart grows warm. 

And death is robbed of half its dread, 
He sees them sheltered from the storm, 

And smiles as Ocean claims its dead. 



OLIVE. 



They said her heart was broken! 

But in vain I looked for token 
* Of her sorrow in her eye — 
But naught could I descry, 

But a quick tumultuous heaving 

Of her bosom fair, when breathing. 

I met her when the shadow 

Fell dark on hill and meadow — 
Then she told me of the woe, 
Which had snatched her joy below ; 

And the moon moved slowly on. 

Looking down her face upon. 
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^T was a tale of woe and sadness — 
How the sunshine and the gladness 

From her bosom did depart 

Leaving but a broken heart — 
Where sweet peace had dwelt before, 
Which her soul might know no more. 



SPEAK GENTLY. 



Speak gently! let your voices fall 

Like music on the ear; 
Speak gently, gently at each call, 

Withhold nor smile nor tear. 

Speak gently to the hoary — 
Speak gently to the young — 

Let, soft words be thy glory. 
And ever on thy tongile. 

Speak gently to the lowly poor, 
With kindly words of cheer ; 

Make glad the beggar at the door. 
By saying, welcome here! 

Then sleep will bless thy vision 

With dreams of peace and love, 
And God, thy Maker, guard thee. 

And bless thee from above. 

I 



EVENING THOUGHTS. 

Sitting by the fireside — 

Musing on the past, 
While the flames now glowing, 

Shadows on me cast; 
Musing on my childhood. 

On my earlier days — 
The cottage by the wildwood, 

Where I sang childish lays. 

Where the dews were sparkling 
On each leaf and flower. 

Where the wild bird sweetly 
Sang at morning's hour — 

There beside the streamlet, 
That wandered thro' the wood, 

Or o'er the mossy carpet, 
Where the willow stood, — 
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Oft Fve wandered, singing, 

By the fountain's gleam, 
Free as any wild bird, 

By the murmuring stream^ 
And at hazy evening, 

By my mother's knee, 
Lisping simple prayers, ' 

With pure simplicity. 

Oh, no ! I never can forget 

My childhood's happy hours, 
Tho' my path on earth be ever 

Strewn with sweetest flowers. 
But memory will fondly cling 

To scenes of early days — 
And as in infancy, I'll sing 

These well-remembered lays. 



THOUGHTS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 



The Old Year is ended, and oh, who can tell 
The fate of the loved ones who on the earth dwell, 
Who have toiled thro' the past, and are still press- 
ing on, 
Till their pilgrimage here, in this world, may be done. 

The past is fraught ever with memories to me, 
That stir in my weary heart deep agony — 
There's a vacant chair by the fireside bright, 
Where the shadows dance in the mocking light, 
There's a loving voice that is hushed in death. 
There's a bosom true that will ne'er draw breath. 
There's a loving smile that will greet no more, 
As it greeted us oft in days of yore ! 
E'en now, when I call to the musing mind 
The form so loved and the voice so kind, 
The tears gush forth in a bitter rain. 
And the grief, half forgotten, returns again. 



THOUGHTS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 133 



There are those who have lived through the long, 

long year, 
Scarce heeding the mercy that kept them here ; 
And no thankful voice they to Heaven have raised, 
No Maker's name by their lips was praised ; 
Yet they linger here on the wide free earth — 
Still merrily ring in the tones of mirth 
Their gladsome voices, ne'er raised to God, 
Who for them hath decked e'en the lowly sod ; 
Who hath filled with sweet songsters the leafy wood, 
And cheered and kept them with blessings good. 

Oh, may they thank him now for all 
His mercies which unceasing fall. 
And may each one resolve again, 
That he will strive with might and main, 
To do his best whate'er befall. 
And quickly heed each needy call. 

Wilt Thou, oh, God ! help and sustain 
Our wayward hearts thro' grief and pain ; 
May we endure until the end — 
And may we ever find a friend 
In Thee,- who art a friend indeed. 
To help us in our hour of need, — 
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A friend whose love is pure and deep — 
A friend who. watcheth o'er our sleep ; 
And what of evil may betide, 
Will stand a champion by our side. 

Oh, help us, Lord, to trust in Thee, 
With earnest faith, and gratefully 
Acknowledge blessings Thou dost give — 
Tho' we do not deserve to live. 
Trials beset us as we go — 
With joy and bliss is mingled woe ; 
Without Thy grace to guide, direct, 
What blessings can we here expect ? 
Unto the sick, the needy poor — 
To every beggar at the door — 
To all who Thy assistance need 
Prove Thou, oh. Lord! a friend indeed. 
And may the Year present be marked as one 
Distinguished for deeds of nobleness done ; 
May the widow rejoice, and the orphan e'en smile. 
May the heart of the innocent know naught of guile! 
These blessings we ask for thy son Jesus' sake, 
Who died that the sting from dread death He might 
take. 



THE WORLD IS FULL OF MUSIC. 



The world is full of music, 
'Tis on every breath of air 

That gently stirs the leaflets, 
Or breaths o'er flowrets rare. 

The world is full of music — 

We hear it in the stream 
That wanders thro' the meadows, 

In noontide's golden gleam. 

The world is full of music — 

We hear it in the wood, 
Where wild birds sweetly warble 

To their young and "callow brood.'' 
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The world is full of music — 

We hear it all around — 
In the mighty thunder's echo, 

And the torrent's rushing sound. 



MOKNING. 



Lo ! Aurora^s golden fingers 
Touch the sky, where beauty lingers — 
Open wide the gates of day, 
Chase the night's dark gloom away ; 
And the stars, so bright at night. 
Fainter shine with less'ning light ; 
For the golden tints of morning, 
Of the sun's approach give warning. 



WHEN THIS DREARY LIFE IS ENDED. 



When this dreary life is ended-;— 
Hushed the spirit's moan — 

Let me in the silent churchyard 
Rest alone, alone ! 

And when glittereth all brightly 

Star-beams o'er my bed, 
Come thou 'mid unbroken silence 

To the lonely dead. 

Wreath no gaudy blossoms round me — 

Let the violet bloom, 
In its unassuming sweetness, ' 

Near my lowly tomb. 
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Then will I look down upon thee 
From my home in Heaven — 

Praying that the choicest blessings 
To thee may be given. 



LOVE ME. 



Love me when the evening cometh. 

With its starry crown, 
When the moon with silver brightness. 

Calmly looketh down. 

Love me when the soft breeze maketh 
Murmurs thro' the trees ; 

Love me when sweet music's wafted 
On the passing breeze. 

Love me when the darkness falleth 

Like a sombre veil, 
O'er the earth so fair and lovely, 

Shrouding hill and dale. 
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Love me when the moonbeams quiver 
Through the stately trees, 

Love me when o'er lake and river 
Steals soft melodies. 

Give me love, true, deep and earnest. 
With its calm, sweet smile. 

That when sorrow frowneth darkly, 
'T will my cares beguile. 



LITTLE BY LITTLE. 



Not in a moment 
The bright earth was made, 

Not in a moment 
In beauty arrayed ; 

But little by little 
Each green tree was moulded, 

And little by little 
Each flower unfolded. 



Little by little 
The green grass doth grow ; 

Little by little 
Descends the white snow ; 

Little by little 
Each thing must be done, 

As little by little 
Speeds on the bright sun. 
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Litde by little . 
The da/s task is done ; 

Little by liUle 
Each goal may be won ; 

Little by little- 
Let this be your guide. 

As little by little 
You through the world glide. 



TO AN iEOLIAN HARP. 



Why comest thou at evening's hour, 
With low, sweet mournful tone, 

Charming the soul with magic power 
Of music wild and lone. 

Thou echoest 'mong my fond heart-strings, 

As if a master hand 
Swept thrillingly the soul's deep chords, 

Waking music rich and grand. 

Thou comest in low and echoing strains. 

Now rising, failing quite. 
Then pealing out in music grand, 

Through all the halls of night. 
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Thou whispereth of joy and care, 

And tell of grief and pain 
In tones so mournful, yet now sweet — 

A never-dying strain. 

Breath low, loved strains to sooth me, here 

My spirit's fire subdue ; 
Steal, with a gentle melody. 

My open casement through. 

My longing soul finds rest in thee, 

My heart forgets its pain , 
• I roam once more in fancy free, 
Without a single chain. 

This world is all a mockery — 

A false and fleeting breath — 
A meteor light, a hollow farce, 

The end of which is death. 

Hast thou no charm of magic power, 

Oblivion's sleep to give, 
To win the victim in an hour, 

No more to wake and live. 



THE SHIPWRECK. 



The black clouds gather in the west, 

And thickly veil the sky, 
The troubled waves, in wild unrest, 

Are rolling mountain high. 

The lightning's flash lights up the scene 

With majesty sublime. 
While gallant ships now wild careen — 
- And pattering rains beat time. 

Pale lips to prayer before unused,. . 

Are moving in despair. 
And wild winds sing a funeral dirge-^ 

For doomed ones clinging there^. 
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Wild shrieks ring out upon the air — 
With terror quail the brave — 

The good, the noble and the fair. 
Now find one common grave. 

'T is thus the clouds of trouble rise^ 
And waves of sorrow roll, 

Till sinks beneath the angry skies 
The wretched, guilty soul. 



WILD FLOWERS. 



They come in merry spring time, 
When buds begin to start; 

They come in merry spring time, 
With a message to the heart. 

You'll find them in the lowly glen, 
Where murmuring waters creep, 

And ripple o'er the mossy stones. 
In forests vast and deep. 

They peep from out the tangled grass, 
With modest, timid look — 

Or lowly stooping from the bank, 
They kiss the little brook. 
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Down in the meadows fair and green^ 
They spring in beauty up — 

Drinking the dews at even time> 
That sparkles in each cup» 

To me they seem all lovely, 
In modest hues arrayed — 

The lovliest of the lovely things, 
Our Father's hand hath made. 

I love to have them near me, 
Shedding beauty on my way, 

With rich, delicious fragrance, 
Greeting me at morn's first ray. 

Our great Creator made them 
In the fulness of his love. 

And they come to me like messengers 
From happy realms above. 



SERENADE. 



The moon is shining brightly, love, 

All nature seeks repose — 
The dew-drops, sparkling lightly, love. 
Are sparkling on the rose. 

Then sleep no more, my bonny love ! 

Oh, wake and list to me — 

And hearken to the simple lay, 

I'm singing here for thee. 

Thine eyes are brighter than the stars. 

Thy form like the gazelle ; 
Thy gentle voice is like the breeze, 

That 'mong the blossoms swell. 
Then sleep no more, &c. 

Thy step is like the fairy's light, 

That trippeth o'er the lawn. 
Scarce bending in her flight the grass. 

All jewelled in the dawn. 
Then sleep no more, &c. 
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Wake, wake, my heart, in sweetest notes ! 

Wake in low, echoing strain ! 
Breathe out upon the evening air, 
A balm for all love's pain. 

Then sleep no more, my bonny love ! 

Oh, wake and list to me — 

And hearken to the simple lay, 

I'm singing here for thee. 



KIND WORDS. 



They steal like music o'er the heart, 
They touch the hidden strings 

That long have lain in silence drear, 
All dead to earthly things. 

The careworn face grows bright again, 
And the heart forgets its grief, 

The tear-drop drieth on the cheek, 
As dew upon the leaf. 

Kind words are trifles in themselves, 
Yet mighty in their power, — 

How often have the tones of love 
Made brighter sorrow's hour. 
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There is a magic meaning 
In these messengers of love, 

To cheer the hearts of weary ones, 
Like the returning dove. 

They are gleams of sunshine riven 
From the Father's glorious throne, 

And to us suffering mortals given. 
As little stepping-stones. 

As stepping-stones to help us on 
Life's pathway dark and drear ; 

We feel their need on every hand, 
As we journey onward here. 

And if their power be mighty, 
Then let none of us refrain 

From scattering them about us — 
Kindly soothing many a pain. 

And little acts of kindness 

Are dearer to the heart. 
Than even words of melody, 

That cause the tear to start. 
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Then scatter round your pathway 
These pearls of greatest price, 

And many a heart you'll save from woe, 
And many a soul from vice. 



WILLIE'S DEAD. 



There is silence in our household, 

And voices now are hushed — 
For our baby brother Willie 

Our hearts with grief are crushed. 
We miss him when at evening 

We cluster round the hearth — 
When the flowers are sleeping, dreaming — 

Then we miss his baby mirth. 

There is silence in our household — 

In the parlor lies the dead, 
And the robin at the casement 

Is waiting to be fed — 
To be fed by slender fingers, 

Now cold in death's embrace, — 
But vain thy call, sweet robin, 

Thou 'It see no more his face. 
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Hark ! the solemn bell is tolling, 

And the hearse winds slowly on, 
Bearing to the grave our Willie — 

No ! not WiLLiB ! Willie's gone ! 
Gone to join the white-robed angels — 

Gone to sing with them their song, 
And 'tis only the fair casket 

That is borne before the throng. 



THE CHILD'S PRAYER. 



Little hands all meekly folded 
O'er the bosom pure and fair, 

Eyes all earnestly uplifted, 
Heeding not the evening air. 

Heeding not the air that lifteth 
Golden curls from off a brow 

White and pure as fairest marble, 
Lips, low breathing, whisper now : 

" Father ! thou who dwell'st in Heaven, 
Heed ! oh, heed my feeble prayer ! 

Let my sins be all forgiven — 
Help me in this world of care. 
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"I by Mother's grave am kneeling, 

I, an orphan, drearily, 
In my loneliness of feeling. 

Fain would ask to be with Thee^^^ 

Was the pure petition answered ? 

Did the Father, pitying, take 
Home that sinless child to Heaven — 

Bid her in His arms awake ? 

Morning came, with sunbeams gleaming: 
'Mid the curls of golden hair. 

Clustered 'round the brow of marble, 
'Round the brow all pure and fair. 

With her woe and sorrow ended. 
Heedless of the cold world's care, 

Safe in Jesus' arms enfolded, 

Sweetly dreaming, slumbered there ! 



YES, BROTHER, I WILL PRAY FOR THEE. 



Yes, brother, I will pray for thee, 
When morning gilds the sky 

With rosy hues and golden light—* ' 
And clouds all fleecy lie. 

When frona the leafy woodland shade 
We hear sweet songs of praise, 

From every feathered songster's throat, 
Flow forth in gushing lays. 

Yes, brother, I will pray for thee, 
When the great orb of day. 

On high, pours down his fervid heat, 
With scorching, unchecked ray. 
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Yes, brother, I will pray for thee 

When eyening draweth nigh, 
When in the distant west the sun 

Lights up the crimsoned sky — 

When hushed to rest each weary child 

Is dreaming on its bed, 
When on the earth the stars' pure light 

With radiance clear is shed. 

Yes, brother, I will pray for thee 

At morn, at noon, at even — 
When the bright angels, robed in white, 

Look down on us from Heaven. 



AN ADVENTURE. 



It was morning, fair and pleasant, 

And the breeze swept softly by, 
Waking echoes in Ihe woodland^ 

That went murmuring to the sky ; 
Bright with dew the grass was sparkling, 

Like the purest gems it shone, 
While the happy robin's carol 

Filled the air with sweetest tone. 

Through the cool and leafy woodland 

I, with Carrie, took my way — 
Hand in hand we wandered, singing 

Blithe as children at their play. 
On we wandered, culling wild flowers, 

By the streamlet — in the glen — 
On the sloping grassy hillside, — 

We were happy, joyous then. 
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But alas, whfle joy was beaming, 

While our hearts were beating light, 
Hark ! a sound arrests our footsteps — 

Back we stagger in affright ! 
With a scream, loud, agonizing, 

Carrie points with haggard brow — 
Shining from the tangled foliage, 

Eyes are gleaming on us now I 

'Tis a panther! — ^words are useless — 

Faint with terror on the ground 
Sunk we down, with eyes averted, 

Waiting for the dreaded bound ! 
" Sister, look ! the beast is writhing I 

Listen, as he wailing cries ! " 
Soon a brother's arm is round us. 

And the panther silent lies. 



A WISH. 



Oh, Solitude, sweet are thy charms ! 

How gladly from crowds would I fly, 
Encircled within thy blest arms. 

No more for the world would I sigh. 

Give me a white cot in the vale. 
With lattice porch covered with vine, 

Where Whip-poor-will tells his sad tale 
All night in the neighboring pine. 

With books, best companions for me, 
And music, with rapturous voice. 

While, birds the wild, happy and free, 
Shall make all the woodland rejoice. 
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There safe from the world and its cares. 
With mnsic, books, birds and A wife — 

Secure from the tempter's thick snares — 
How blest and contented my life. 



THE WANDERER'S SONG. 



My home, my childhood's humble home, 

I never can forget, 
Though I may dwell 'neath palace dome, 
The thought of home will ever come, — 

I dearly love it yet. 

The cottage by the wildwood sweet, 

I see in fancy now ; 
I mother's voice my fond ears greet, 
A kiss of love from lips all sweet. 

Rests lightly on my brow. 

I wander o'er the earth's wide bounds, 

But yet I sigh for home ; 
I seem to hear the breeze that sounds 
Above the lowly, grassy mound. 
Wherever I may roam. 



THE CHILD'S SONG. 



Oh, come with me, my Mother dear, 

Unto the leafy wood. 
When all around in beauty blooms, 

And everything seems good. 

Oh, come with me. Mother dear, 
I'll bring you pretty flowers, 

And by the stream we'll sit and sing. 
Beneath the forest bowers. 

And Mother, tell me stories here— 
Methinks 't would sound more sweet 

To listen 'neath the spreading oak, 
Upon a mossy seat. 
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Oh, tell me of the Holy One, 
Who bids the children come. 

That he may take them in His arms^ 
And place them round His throne^ 

And tell me of the prophets old. 
Those holy men and wise — 

And of the martyred ones who died^ 
That they to Heaven might rise. 

. And tell me, Mother, of the Ark, 

Where Noah watched and prayed, 
Until the rolling flood around. 
By power divine, was stayed. 

And when the waters from the earth 
Had fast decreased and dried. 

How he sent forth the little dove, 
Which came back to his side. 

Oh, Mother tell me of these things. 
While wild birds chirp and sing, 

And make the forest aisles around 
With songs of praises ring. 



INTEMPERANCE. 



Oh, thou dread monster, whom all mortals fear, 
Thou comest with the coffin and the bier ! 
And he who bows, a fascinated one, • 
Before thy dread and awful throne — 
Is doomed ! yes doomed ! to everlasting woe! — 
To the dread mansions of the fiends below ! 

Thy. victims on thy altar-places fall. 

Nor heed they other than thy syren call ; 

For thee they sacrifice their honor, truth. 

And all the budding charms that crown their youth. 

Racked with disease, their wasted frames, once 

strong, 
Once loved — ^now hated — ^by the cold world's throng. 
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The wife, too, shares the bitter, mad'ning curse 
Of vile Intemperance ! — ^and the dark-plumed hearse 
Soon bears her weary bosom to the tomb. 
Where all is silence, all is endless gloom ! 
The home is desolate — ^the lonely hearth 
Pives light no more to scenes of guileless mirth ; 
The children's lisping words and loving kiss, 
The cherished scenes of peace and rapturous bliss, 
Have fled forever at the adder's hiss! 



OUR MAUDE. 



Like the blossom in the spring. 
Like the bird with golden wing, 
Like some airy, fleeting thing 

Passed our Maude away. 



"VVTiere the primrose blossoms sweet, 
Where the winged moments fleet. 
Where the birds their loved mates greet, 
She lieth peacefully. 

Where the murmuring zephyrs sigh. 
Where the moonbeams slumbering lie, 
Where the diamonds of the sky 

Look down on her grave,—? 
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There she lies, our fairy bright, 
And her loving spirit light, 
Swift departing from our sight, 

Has gone to Him who gave. 



LOVE. 

i 
What is it that binds the heart to home ? 
Whal is it that bids us never roam ? 
What is it that makes the fireside bright, 
And naught so dear as its cheering light ? 

What thought can moisten the sailor's eye, 
And make his stout bosom heave and sigh? 
Why does he sorrow to leave his friend, 
For an absence that never may have an en^? 

What is it causes the maiden to leave 
Friends, home and all, and willingly cleave 
To the chosen one she hath set apart. 
To cherish all truly and well her heart ? 
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Why doth the mother in agony cry, 
As her darling treasure is called to die ? 
Why doth she sorrowing turn away, 
From the rigid form of lifeless clay ? 

It^ is Love ! — the feeling that moves us all! 
'Tis Love that shrinks from the coffin^s pall ! 
'Tis Love that bids thy great Father be 
A friend and parent e'er unto thee. 



DAT DREAMS. 



I sit beneath the leafy shade ^ 

Beside the limpid stream, 
Where merry songsters warble, 

Where sun-rays faintly gleam. 

I gaze upon the fleecy clouds, 
And watch their varied forms, 

And picture in my fancy's eye 
A thousand pleasing charms. 

Bright yisions throng around me 

Of dear departed ones — 
Their pleasant words, their looks of lore^ 

Their well-remembered tones. 
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I muse npon the faded past, 
And trembling lift the veil 

That hides &om mortal eyes the woe, 
Would make the bravest quail. 

Our life is not all sunshine — 
Not always strewn with flowers — 

We cannot always idly bask 
In cool, refreshing bowers. 

But we should ever nobly strive 
To smooth each other's way. 

Forgetting self for others' good, 
And guide them if we may. 

And when the star of life is set 

'Neath the horizon dim, 
We'll rise above the world's vain care, 

And dwell in peace with Him. 

And angels robed in shining white, 

Will bid us enter in, 
And seek the presence of our God, 

Forever free from sin. 



GOD SHIELD THE FATHEKLESS. 



Oh, God shield the Fatherless, 
Protect them from all harm, 

Guide them in their innocence, 
With thy almighty arm. 

God shield the Widow, who 
In bitterness doth weep, 

Cheer her lonely, stricken heart. 
And heal the wounds so deep. 

God save the starving poor^ 
. Be thou their lasting friend, 
Guide them through all their pain, 
Till death their sorrows end. 
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Oh, watch beside the stricken ones. 

Upon the couch of pain, 
And each poor, suffering child of earth 

Restore to health again. 



THE LITTLE GRAVE. 



Li a quiet, mossy dell, 
Where the shadows sleep ; 

Where the streamlet's murmurs swell. 
And the wild flowers peep, — 

There beneath the forest trees. 

By the rippling stream. 
Where the low-voiced evening breeze 

With fragrant sweets doth teem, — 

May be seen a little mound. 
Overgrown with flowers, — 

Nothing but the streamlet's sound 
Is heard within those bowers. 
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There now sleeps our blue-eyed fairy, 

Once our light and joy ; 
Stilled her motions light and airy, 

Free from earth's alloy. 

Ofi I roam at eventide, 

When all things round are still. 
Yonder by the streamlet's side, 

And let thought range at will. 



THE SAILOR'S SONG. 



Tm away, Fm away, o'er the bounding deep ! 
I'm away, I'm away, where the wild waves sweep ! 
Oh, call me not back o'er the earth to roam ! 
0, call me not back, for the ocean's my home ! 

To the home of my childhood oh, call me not back! 
I'm away, I'm away, on the ocean's wild track ! 
I love here to gaze on the wild waves at play, 
Or lie in my hammock at close of day^ 

Oh, give to me ever a home on the wave. 

Where the wild shrieking sea-gulls their bright pin* 

ions lave ; 
Oh, give me a home, where unfettered and free, 
I may speed like the wind o'er a billowy sea. 
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I 

With God for my guide, I will stand at the helm — 
No sorrow or care can my spirits o'erwhelm; 
When the tempests arise I will trust in His might. 
And hopefully wait until dawneth the light. 



WHAT IS LIFE? 



^is said that Life is but a dream, 

A weary, empty sSiow, 
And that there is no joy for Man 

Who dwelleth here below. 

If this be so, why do the flowers 
Bloom 'round us as we go? 

And why flhould minstrels of the wood 
Breath« aught but bitter woe ? 

Why beams the face with merry smiles, 
When friends around us throng ? 

Why rings each heart so joyously 
In gladness and in song? 



182 WHAT IS LUE. 



There are some xaoments in onr fife 

Of sorrow and of pain, 
When ike despairing soul would break 

Life's weary,, binding chain. 

When it would banfeh scenes of .earth, 

For realms aboye the sky, 
And with Grod's loving angels dwell 

In their blest home on high. 

There are some moments in our life 

We wish might ever stay, 
As up the lonely, dreary steep, 

We toil, and weep,, and pray. 

These moments are not all a dream. 

But are in mercy given 
To light this vale of sorrows here, 

And point the road to Heaven. 



THE SUNSHINE. 



Oh, I love the merry sunshine, 

When it streameth in at morn, 
Driving oflF the sombre shadows — 

Ushering in the day new bom. 
Oh, I love the merry sunshine, 

Peeping in the mossy dell, 
Where tiny wild flowers blossom, 

And the low-voiced waters dwell. 

Oh, I love it when it dances 
On the bosom of the stream. 

That in winding thro' the meadow, 
Brightly sparkles in its gleam. 

Oh, I love the pleasant sunlight, 
' When it sheds its lingering ray 

On the sloping, grassy hilltop, 
And the close of summer day. 



184 THE SUNSHDnS. 



It lightens up the fleecy clouds 

With crimson and with gold, 
Until the western sky is decked 

With wealth of hues untold. 
It seems to say, be cheerful, 

Be loving in thy heart, 
Be kind to all, the rich, the poor, 

And nobly act thy part. 



THE GRAVE YARD. 



A peaceful stillness reigns around 
Each lowly, grassy, hallowed mound, 
Where slumber in the darksome grave 
The good, the lovely and the brave. 

And murmuring zephyrs gently sigh, 
Around the graves where silent lie 
The brother, sister, husband, friend — 
All, all here find one common end. 

All, all! e'en thou, proud man, must die, 
And here among the lowly lie ; 
Here, maiden fair, thy lovely face 
Must find at last a resting-place. 
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Here weary mourner, thou mayst go- 
Here find, secure from every woe, 
A safe retreat— ;a dreamless sleep — 
Till the Archangel's trumpet deep, 

Reverberates thro' the echoing skies, 
Bidding the slumbering dead arise, 
And stand abashed before His Throne, 
And eiBLch His mighty power own. 



MUSIC. 



There's music in the falling rain, 
That gently greets mine ear; 

There's music in the wildwood grove. 
Where roam the graceful deer. 

There's music in the waterfall, 

Hiat dashes on in spray ; 
There's music in the wailing wind. 

That sturdy branches sway. 

There's music in the passing breeze, 

That gently murmurs by ; 
There's music in the deep, wild strain, 

When lightnings rend the sky. 
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Ye ask me, " where is music found ? *' 

It lives on hill, in dale, — 
There's music all the earth around— 

E'en in the wind's wild wail. 



THE DYING GIRUS SONG. 



I had a pleasant dream last nigh. 

And 'round my lowly bed, 
Fair angels robed in spotless white 

Were hoyering — ^thus they said : 

« We'll take her home to fields of light, 

Where living waters flow. 
Where care, and pain, and sorrow's night 

She ne'er again may know. 

"A golden crown shall brightly shine 

Upon her radiant brow, 
And flowers of love about her twine, 

As earth flowers cluster now." 
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I fain would linger yet awhile 
In this fair world with thee; 

But Mother, Jesus calls me hence, 
To cross death's troubled sea. 

*Tis hard to leave my truest friend, 

To seek an unknown land- 
Though I am called to Heaven above, 
To join an angel band. 

And now farewell, my Mother dear— 
Oh, kiss once more thy child, 

And let me hear a blessing now, 
In accents sweet and mild. 



THE RAIN. 



The rain, the cool, refreshing rain, 

See how it murmuring falls, 
Besprinkling hill, and tree, and plain, 

And brightening Nature's halls. 
Those leafy halls of living green. 

Where roaitn the timid deer, 
Where blooms the wild-flower all unseen, 

And streamlets wander clear. 

I love the awful thunder^s crash, 

That speaks in mighty voice ; 
I love the vivid lightning's flash — 

It makes my heart rejoice. 
There is a harmony divine 

In the wild war of Heaven, 
That with my soul's deep chords entwine. 

And seems like music given. 
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It paints in pictures vivid, true, 

The might of God above, 
Filling the soul, at each new view, 

With awe, and fear and love. 
Bidding us humbly bend the knee 

To Him, our God, our Guide, 
And look to Him, so good and true, 

For help to stem life's tide. 



PRAISE GOD FOR BLESSINGS SENT. 



A Hymn we would sing to our Father so good^ 
Let it echo abroad over hilltop and wood, 
For His bountiful mercies our praises we'll sing — 
On mountains, o'er valleys, our peans shall ring. 

We will sing of the meadows, so fair and so green, 
We will sing of the fountain and river's soft sheen, 
We'll sing of the blossoms that bloom in the wood, 
With modest looks saying, " our Father is good." 

For our health, for our wealth, for all blessings 

which flow. 
From His bountiful hand, to us mortals below. 
We will praise Him in songs from the mom till the 

night. 
For the power and protection that's kept us aright 
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THE ORPHAN MAH). 



Beside a joyous, rippling stream, 

That gurgled on in sunny gleam, 

A maiden sat with pensive eye, 

Her gaze turned toward the deep blue sky. 

Her curls of gold the soft, warm air 
Had tossed about her brow so fair, — 
The wild birds carolled overhead, 
And flowers sprang up beneath her tread. 



She heeded not their merry song, 
Nor sta-'eamlet flowing clear along; 
A mossy grave was by the brook. 
She turned to it with saddened look. 
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Her song had naught of love's low tone, 
Its burden was — ^I'm left alone ! 
She who loved me and gave me birth, 
Has gently passed away from earth. 

I weep not, for she's happier now. 

No sorrow clouds that radiant brow; 

I know that we shall meet again 

Beyond the shores of death and pain. 

* 

I see her ever in my dreams — 
Her eye with loving fondness beams — 
She whispers, " thou wilt come to me. 
When death shall set thy spirit free.'* 



THE EMIGRANT'S SONG. 

I come 1 1 come ! o'er the echoing sea ! 
I come ! I come ! to the land of the free ; 
I come with a heart as free as the breeze 
That murmurs at eve in the forest trees. 
I have sought thy land and thy sunny skies. 
Their fame, their beauty I ever prize ; 
I come to thy shores from a distant land, 
With a free and happy and joyous band. 

I will roam at will in the shady bowers, 

And gather the fragrant and blooming flowers^ 

Or list to the wild bird's syren song. 

As I stray where the streamlets glide along, 

I come with a heart all free from care. 

And the pulses bound in the free, fresh air ; 

A joyous greeting I gladly bring, 

That shall cheer each living and blooming thing. 
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I roam thro' the forests so dark and wild, 
And climb the mount like a careless child; 
I sport with the breeze on its viewless wing, 
And the songs of freedom I gladly sing. 

I ask not for palace nor mansion fair — 
Content with the sunshine and fragrant air 
That steals to my cot from the wildwood bowers, 
And kisses the lips of the opening flowers. 
I ask not for wealth nor for laureled fame, 
Nor care I to win me a deathless name ; 
Content with the humbler and happier lot, 
I ask for no more than my vine- wreathed cot. 



SONG. 



Gome o'er the waves with me, love, 
Come o'er the waves with me, — 
Come to my home on the sea-girt isle. 
Where all is fresh and free. 
Come, come, love with me, 
Over the rolling sea. 

Come, oh, come to my home, love. 
Where the wild waves madly sweep ; 

Come where the wailing winds at night. 
Sad music round us keep. 
Then come, come, &c. 

Come from the heartless world, love, 
Come from the haunts of men 

To my lovely island home, love, 
Deep in the rocky glen. 
Then come, come, &c. 
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Come, oh, come with me and rest 
In my home by the rolling sea ; 
Come and dwell forever there, 
Where the wild wave tosseth free. 
Then come, come, love with me, 
Over the rolling sea. 



"JUST ONE PENNY," 



^T was a day in chill November, 

And I hurried on my way 
From the busy, moving city — 

From its cares and toils away. 

There were visions of a supper 
Floating thro' my busy mind, 

While a gentle-spoken mother 
Breathed to me a welcome kind. 

There were visions of a table. 
With supply of tempting food ; 

And the house fire blazing brightly. 
Heaped with dry and crackling wood. 
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And my children's laughing voices 
Sounded sweetly in mine ear, 

As with one accord they shouted, 
" Mother, mother, he is here ! " 

Then I heeded not the cold wind, 
But went briskly on my way, 

Wishing that the cruel Winter 
Very soon would pass away. 

When a thin hand touched me lightly, 
And a voice both low and sweet, 

Whispered, " give me just one penny. 
That I may get bread to eat ! " 

Turning round, I looked upon her 
With a piercing, pitying eye. 

As I marked her tattered clothing — 
Heard her softly, mildly sigh. 

Still said I, with smothered feeling, 
"I have naught, my little maid — 

Homeward now my footsteps hasten, 
And I cannot be delayed." 
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Then I honied onward, heedless 
Of the famished little one, — 

Soon I heard the childish welcome 
Of my prattling, darling son. 

But his child- words seemed like daggers, 
Piercing to my guilty brain, 

And my wife's voice lost its sweetness, 
As she hummed a merry strain. 

"Just one penny ! " rang all thrilling, 
To my bosom's inmost core ; 

And I suffered such deep anguish 
As can haunt me nevermore. 

But the night passed slowly onward— 

I again pursued my way 
Through the busy round of duties. 

Which admitted no delay. 

Passing by an humble dwelling, 
Standing in a lonely street, 

There a dark and gloomy picture 
Suddenly my eyes did greet. 
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There beside that time-worn hovel^ 
Where the wintry wind blew chilly 

Prostrate on the flinty door-stone. 
Lay the child all white and still. 

Now a child's voice haunts me ever, 
With it9 low and pleading tone- 
Whispering, "give me just one penny, 
I am hungry, cold and lone ! " 



JOT. 



I ask not joy in bustling crowds, 

Amid the heartless throng. 
Where pride doth ride with haughty mien 

Triumphantly along. 

I seek it not where diamonds flash, 
Within the ball-room^s glare ; 

Where merrily the busy feet 
Are dancing light as air. 

But where the cheerful fire lights up 

The social hearth of home, 
Where, at the close of busy day, 

With lightsome hearts we come. 
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Where loving words dispel doll care, 

And kindly sooth our pain ; 
Where every heart forms one bright link 
' In Friendship's golden chain. 

YeSy tho' an else in life depart, 

Yet let THESE gifts remain — 
The joys that fill our hearts with peace, 

And banish all our pain. 



THE WIND. 



Softly sighs the evening breeze, 
Through the towering forest trees ; 
Swelling now in louder tone, 
Dying now with wailing moan. 



Now the storm with sullen roar, 
Wakes the echoes on the shore ; 
Rising now in conscious might. 
Fills the heart with sore affright ! 



EEMEMBRANCE. 



Remember, oh, remember me, 
When far Tm called away, 

When the low murmur of the bee 
Is hushed at close of day. 

Remember, oh, remember me. 
When in the starry night. 

Sweet visions of the spirit-land 
Entrance thee with delight. 

Oh, could I look once more on thee. 
As in the days gone by — 

Thy gentle smile once more to see, 
And love-light of thine eye. 
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Forget me not ! H would wring my heart 
With anguish keen and sore. 

If I but knew I was forgot — 
That Friendship's spell was o'er. 

With thee I've climbed the mountain's side, 
With thee I've culled sweet flowers ; 

With thee I've rested at noontide 
Beneath the wild-wood bowers. 

> Then in thy heart petitions raise 
To Him who dwells on high, 
That we may meet as in the days 
That fled so swiftly by; 



AUTUMN. 



Autumn is coming, and cold blows the wind, 
Fair Summer, with roses, is left far behind; 
The leaves are all gorgeous with purple and gold, 
And fall at the breath of the sharp, biting cold ; 
The trees are now laden with ripe, mellow fruit, 
That gladden the eye, ,and the body recruit, — 
And hilltop and valley, and mountain and plain. 
Are shorn of their burden of bright golden grain. 
The songsters are singing, " farewell to the wood, 
Where the wild flowers, smiling, in fresh beauty 

stood ; 
Wc/must seek for us now a far sunnier clime. 
To return once again in the merry spring time/' 
Now the wind sigheth mournfully thro' the brown 

trees. 
With a whispering sound that the senses doth please, 
Or thunders aloud in its own conscious might. 
Its echoes affright, in the deep gloom of night. 
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A type thou art, Autumn, of fhdlty of man — 
Like the first blush of summer his fair life began, 
He wrestles awhile in the conflicts of earth, 
Then quits, for his coffin, the bright, blazing hearth ; 
Like the breath of his nostrils the soft breezes play 
As he passes &om earth and its trials away. 



TWILIGHT MUSINGS. 



How sweet at evening's holy hour, 
To muse on scenes of other days, 

When life's glad way was strewn with flowers, 
And woke the lyre to tuneful lays. 

'T is sweet to wander forth and gaze 
Upon the star-gemmed vault of Heaven, 

Beneath the silver moonlight rays, 
Forgiving all, and there forgiven. 

There is a charm in twilight's hour, 

When o'er the soul sweet peace is thrown, 

That binds the heart with mystic power, 
When we are left to muse alone. 
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'Tis then the poet's soul seems pure, 
And holier themes engross his mind — 

His thoughts are lifted to the God 
Who showers mercies on our kind. 

Unheeding time, the musing mind 
Wings its swift flight to realms above, 

Leaving all earthly things behind — 
The soul is filled with peace and love. 



THE WIDOW. 



In a valley green and fair, 

Stands a little cot, 
Where the soft breeze murmurs by, — 

Who could love it not? 
A gentle face is at the door — 

A welcome kindly said, 
As in your walk you paused to look 

Upon the roses red. 

The voice was ever kind and sweet, 
But had a plaintive tone ; 

That pale face never wore a smile- 
She seemed so sad and lone ; 

For often by the blazing hearth, 
She'd tell the story old. 

Of her dear boy upon the sea — 
Her boy so brave and bold. 
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I wandered out one starlit eve — 

The sky above was clear — 
And took my way unto the cot, 

The widow's heart to cheer. 
And once again I heard the tale 

Of her lost, cherished child, 
And saw again the bitter tear 

Fall from her eye so mild. 

All silent, when the tale was done, 

In the bright firelight's ray. 
She sat with half-averted face — 

Her work unheeded lay ; 
As long she sat there motionless, 

I silently withdrew — 
Deeming it best to leave her ere 

The shadows darker grew. 

The morning broke at last all fair. 
But still she sat alone, 

Till neighbors, entering the cot. 
Beheld her cold as stone ! 

All moveless the once busy hands — 
The loom all idly^tands^ — 
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She died — ^her boy's name on her Kps — 
Too swifQy ebbed life's sands. 

Next mom a stranger entered there, 

And gazed around the room, — 
The hearth was swept, the bed was made — 

All sflent stood the loom ! 
And stranger voices said to him. 

That the poor widow lone 
Was sleeping in the churchyard old, 

Beneath sepulchral stone. 

He turns to where the tall church spire 

Points upward to the skies, 
And wanders to a grassy mound. 

Where his dead Mother lies. 
The cot is now unoccupied, 

The wild vine clambers o'er 
The lattice porch that still doth shade 

The pleasant little door. 



THE OLD CHURCH. 



Hush! lightly tread! *tis hallowed ground ! 
Hallowed by words of praise to Heaven/ 
From lips that rest beneath these mounds, 
- Ere up to God the soul was given. 

Hush ! for the deep toned organ's notes, 
Now grandly swelling, rise above. 

And fill the arches overhead. 

With hymns to God of praise and love. 



The child is brought unto the font, 
Its opening eyes bright as the sun ; 

Who sees the mother's beaming smile, 
Sut envies her that little one ? 
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The bride kneels at the altar rail, 

Her sweet voice murmurs low the vow 

That binds two willing hearts in one, — 
Oh, may she ere be blest as now. 

The bell tolls out upon the air, 
For one is summoned to the grave ; 

The saddened train winds slowly past, — 
No earthly love dear friends can save. 

Once more the organ's notes peal out 

In music sad upon the air ; 
Once more the pastor's voice is raised 

To God above in solemn prayer. 

The train pursues its saddened way — 
The dead is borne unto the grave — 

The good man's voice says " dust to dust ! 
The soul above to God who gave ! " 

The ivy wild climbs o'er the walls, 
That long have stood so darkly grey ; 

The sunbeam playeth thro' the pane. 
At close of pleasant summer day. ^ 
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The grave-yard stones all mossy lo-e— 
The wild rose perfume fills the air — 

The evening breeze a requium wakes 
For those who sleep all silent there. 

Oh, bury me there 'neath the willow tree, 
Where the loved in death now lie, 

And the grass will wave o'er my lowly grave, 
While above is the azure sky. 

And sometimes come, when stars shine bright, 

T my lowly, grassy bed. 
And show that I am not forgot. 

By thy tears of sorrow shed. 



THE STAR. 



Star of Heaven looking down 
From Ihe fathomless blue sky — 

Looking down the earth upon, 
With a cialm and loving eye. 

Sparkling bright through all the night, 
Lighting up the woody dell, 

Where the flowret blushing hides. 
Where the silver waters swell. 

What doth thy bright, searching eye 
See upon this checkered earth ? 

Dost thou see the couch of pain ? 
Dost thou see the halls of mirth? 
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Soft thy loving light is shed 
On me, as I npwaird gaze ; 

Canst thou tell why thou wast hung^ 
High above in yon blue sky? 



FAME. 



Oh, give me not an empty fame ! 
Oh, give me not a titled name ! 
Bind not upon my youthful head, 
Bright laurels which may soon be dead. 

I seek not, 'mid the heartless. throng, 
To win high honors with my song; 
But in the peasant's lowly cot 
I would not wish to be forgot. . 

Where children nestle 'round the fire, 
I there would wake my song and lyre, 
And win from them kind words of love, 
And blessings from the One above. 
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And when the heart is sick and lone. 
When on the ear falls sorrow's moan, 
How blest to cheer the weary there, 
And turn to happiness their-care. 



THE MAIDEN'S WISH, 

Down the hillside, lightly tripping, 

Came a laughing maiden fair, 
While the birds among the branches 

Filled with melody the air — 
Came she sparkling, dancing lightly, 

With her cheeks of rosy hue, 
Curls that played upon her shoulders — 

Eyes of deepest, darkest blue. 

Light her small foot pressed the verdure, 

Scarcely bending down the grass, 
As she, with a smile so pleasant. 

Greeted many a rustic lass. 
Sitting by the pleasant brookside. 

Gazing on the laughing wave. 
Where the lillies cluster thickly, 

And the birds their bosoms lave. 
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Overhead the light green willow 

Swung its branches far and near, 
Making softly penciled shadows 

On the streamlet's bosom clear. 
" How I wish a brookside fairy, 

Would but grant one little boon, 
Ere above the shadowing hilltops 

Peeps the silver shining moon." 

Thus the maiden softly whispered, 
By the gentle brooklet's side ; 

And the boon she wished was granted, 
When the maid became a bride. , 



LINES TO 



I love thee when the morning sun 
The white clouds tinge with light, 

Whfen o'er the earth its rays are thrown, 
To chase away the night, 

I love thee when the golden orb 

Its last rays seen on tree. 
And leaf, and flower — and hushed to rest 

The murmur of the bee. 

I love thee when the dark-robed night, 

Is o'er the sleeping earth ; 
When folded is each birdling's wing. 

And hushed is childhood's mirth. 



228 LINES xo 



I prize above all things of earthy 
Thine image in my breast — 

Thy loving look and voice of love 
Are dearer than aught else. 



TO A VIOLET. 



Thou axt a fragile, beauteous thing, 
And peeped from earth in early spring. 

Thine opening leaves of deepest blue, 
Rival the sky's own azure hue. 

Blooming alone, in all thy grace 
I chanced to see thy modest face. 

A tiny drop of sparkling dew. 
Shone in thy cup, half hid from view. 

I plucked thee, for thou were to me 
As fair a thing as e'er could be. 



WINTER. 



Come Winter, right welcome 
Thy pleasures to me ; 

I will happily sing, 
As thy white front I see. 

I heed not the blasts — 
I have coverings warm ; 

And the keen biting frost. 
Cannot do me much harm. 

I sit by the fireside, 
In some cozy nook, 

And list to dear voices, 
Or pore o'er my book. 
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Though cold blows the wind, 
Though the snows cover deep 

The brown, dreary earth. 
And the flowers are asleep, — 

Right merry I laugh 

At the freaks of the blast, 
As it drearily whistles, 

And drives the snow past. . 



THE POET'S MISSION. 

Souls of the poet's high-born race, 
Knowing the world as heartless, base, 
Treading elysian fields of joy. 
Untouched by care or earth's aUoy, 
Yours are lives of deep content — 
Ne'er lonely in your banishment 
From the cold world's unmeaning glare, 
Its hollow mockery and its care; 
Drinking deep draughts of beauty rare, 
Breathing, inspired, the fragrant air. 
Or else at quiet ease reclining 
On beds of moss, at day's declining, 
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Listening to babbling waters at thy feet, 
Inhaling odors from the wild flowers sweet. 
The ocean waye, tne OYerarching blue, 
The cataract's noisy fall, the wild flower's hue. 
The low-voiced streamlet and the cookoo's song, 
The happy birds that sing the boughs among — 
All these ye ever view with kindling eye. 
In all ye can new beauties e'er discry. 
In all a useful lesson ye do learn. 
As o'er the errors of mankind ye mourn. 
Still looking up with gratitude to Him, 
Who guides the step of age, when sight is dim, 
And proves a beacon to man's erring soul, 
That lights him onward to the promised goal. 
He dries the tear in childhood glist'ning eye. 
And watches o'er us when in sleep we lie ; 
For pot a sparrow falleth to the ground, 
And kot the lowest, faintest, whispered sound 
Of prayer addressed unto the throne above. 
Escapes his listening ear or eye of love. 

Ye poets trace with eager pen of fire, 
The lovliness of earth, or man's quick ire ; 
Or still a higher, nobler theme explore, 
As upward, onward the freed spirits soar ; 



234 THE poet's mksion. 



And in deep strains of eloquence land love, 
Ye picture Him, who, throned in realms above, 
Looks down on men with a forgiving heart, 
And strires their souls to win with gentle urt 
From earth's fast-fading treasures and its cares, 
Its hopes, its fears, its joys, temptations, snares. 
Transferring them above, and to the feet 
Of the Omnipotent, — ^His mercy seat 
Invites the wanderer, to lay down his load, 
And seek at Jesus' feet a living God. 

And when pale Death o'ertakes the godly man, 
He yields unmurmuring, glad to know he can 
So soon the presence of his Master know, 
And joyful, willing he prepares to go. 
While on his couch the sinner doth l-ecline. 
And when too late would turn to things divine, 
The monster Death uplifts the fatal dart. 
Soon, soon to strike deep in the lost one's heart — 
It falls ! a momentary silence reigns 
Among the group who witness death's sharp pains. 
And where, oh ! where hath gone the ruined soul, 
Butto the sinner's last and fatal goal — 
To darkness, wretched, deep — ^but still lit up, 
By those dread fires where Pluto's minions sup ; 
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And fiiends bewail, with agonizing moan, 
The death of one who hath in darkness flown 
To those domains of Pluto, dark and dreaj*, 
To meet no more in Heayen above nor here* 
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